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BEATRICE. 



ClIAPTER I. 

A MIST WRAITH. 



Tbb aataron aftcrnoon was fading into cvcning. It had 
boen cloudy wcather, bat tbc cloads had softened and broken 
np. Now they were lost in slowly darkcning blue. The sea 
was perfectly and utterly still. It sccroed to sleep, but in its 
sleep it still waxcd with the rising tidc. The eyc could not 
mark its slow incrcasc, but Bcatricc, standing npon the farthcst 
point of the Dog Rocks, idly notcd tliat the long brown sea- 
wccds which clung about thcir sidcs bcgan to lift as the water 
took their wcight, till at last the delicate pattcm flontcd out 
and lay liko a woinan*s hair upon the green dcpth of sea. 
Meanwhile a mist was growing, dcnse and soft, npon tbc quiet 
waters. It was not blown up froro tbc west; it simpiy grcw 
)ike tbc twilight, making the silcnce yet more silent, and blot- 
ting away the ontlines of the land. Bcatricc gave up studying 
the sea-weed, and watched the gathcring of the flcecy hosts. 

" What a curious evening T* she snid aloud to hcrself, speak- 
in<r in a low full roicc. ** I have not sccn onc like it sinco 
mother dicd, and that is sevcn years ago. Tvc grown sinco 
then — grown cvcry way," and she laughcd somcwhat sadly, 
and lookcd at her own reflcction in the quiet water. 

She could not havo lookcd at anything more charming, for 
it would havo been liard to find a girl of nobier roicn than Boa- 
1 
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trice GraDger as sbe stood and gaied on tlii% ber twenty-aeeond 
birthday, into that misty sea. 

Of ratber more tban middle heigbt» and modelled like a atat- 
ue, stren^b and healtb seemed to radiale from her form. Bat 
it was ber face, witb tbe stamp of intellect and power abadow- 
ing lts woroan's lovelioess, that maat hare made her remarka- 
ble among women even more beautifal than beraelf. There 
are roany girls who have rich brown hair, like aome aatamn leaf 
bcre and there just jellowii^ into gold; girb whoae deep gray 
cyes can grow tender as a do?e*8| or flaah like the atirred watera 
of a nortbem sea, and whoae bloom can bear compariaon with 
the wilding rosc. Bat few can ahow a face like that which 
open tbis day first dawned on €k>offrey Bingham to hia aorrow 
and bis hope. It was strong and pare and aweet as the keen 
sea-breatby and looking on it, one must know tbat bcncath ibis 
fair cloak lay a wit as fair. And yet it was all womanly ; bcre 
was not tbe bard sexless stamp of tbe " coltared " femalc. Shc 
who owned it was capable of many tbings. Sbe could leve 
and sbe coald suffer, and if nced be sbe could darc or die. It 
was to be read upon tbat lovely brow and face, and in tbe deptlis 
of thosc gray eycs — tbat is, by tbose to wbom tbe bock of char- 
acter is open, and who wisb to study it 

But Beatricc was not thinking of ber loreliness as shc gazed 
into the water. Sbe knew tbat sbe was beautiful, of coursc ; 
her beauty was too obvious to be ovcrlookcd, and bcsidcs, it bad 
been brought home to her in scveral more or less disagreeable 
ways. 

*' Seven years," sbe was thinking, *' since the nigbt of the 
* death fog ;' that was what old Edward called it, and so it was. 
I was only so high then;*' and following her thoughts, sbe 
toucbed herself upon the brcast ''And I was happy, too, in my 
own way. Why can't one alwajs be fiftecn, and believc every- 
thing one is told f' and shc sigbed. " Seven ycars, and noth- 
ing done yct Work, work, and nothing coming out of the 
work, and everything fading away. I think that life is vcry 
dreary when one bas lost everything, and found nothing, and 
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loves nobody. I wonder what it will be like in another sevcn 
yearsf* 

Sbe covcrcd her ejes witb her hands, and thcn, taking tbem 
away, once more looked at the water. Such light as strnggled 
throagU the fog was behind her, and the mist was thickening. 
At first she bad somo difficulty in tracing her own likcness 
npon the glassy sarface, but gradually she marked its outline. 
It stretched away from her, and its appearance was as thoagh 
she herself were lying on her back in the water wrapped about 
with the flcecy mist 

" How carious it seems T* she thoaght ; '^ what is it that re- 
flection reminds roe of with tbc white all round it?*' 

Next instant sbe gave a littlc cry and turncd sbarply away ; 
she knew now. It recalled her motber as she had last secn her, 
aoven years ago. 
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CHAPTBR n. 

AT THB BILL ROCK. 

A MiLB or more away from wbere Beatrioe slood md nw 
visions, and fartbcr up tho coaat-line a aeeonc^ S^ap of rodn^ 
knowQ from their color as the Bed Bocka» or sometinieii for 
anothcr rcason, as tbe Bell Bocka» jut out between half and 
tbree qnarters of a mile into the waters of tiie Wdah Baj thai 
lies bcbind Ramball PoIdL At low tide these rocks are harSy 
so tbat a man roaj walk or wado to tbeir cxtreroity ; bat wbcn 
the flood is fall only onc or two of tbe vcrj lai^gest can from 
time to time be secn projecting tbeir weed - wreatbed beads 
tbrongh tbe wasb of tbe sbore-bound waves. In certain sets of 
tbc wind and tide tbis is a terrible and most dangcrons spot in 
rougb wcatbcr, as more tban one vesscl bas leamed, to bcr cost 
So long ago as 1780 a tbrce-decker man-of-war went asbore 
tbere in a furions winter gale, and witb onc exccption, every 
living soul on board of ber, to tbe numbcr of sevcn bnndrcd, 
was drowncd. Tbe one exception was a man in irons, wbo 
came safely and serenely asbore scated npon a piecc of wreck- 
age. Nobody ever knew bow tbe sbipwrcck bappencd, least of 
all tbc sorvivor in irons ; bnt tbc tradition of tbe tcrror of tbe 
scène yct lives in tbc district, and tbc spot wbcre tbe bonc^of 
tbe drowncd men still pccp grimly through tbc sand is not un- 
natorally snpposed to bc banntcd. Ever since tbis catastropbc 
a largc bell (it was originaliy tbc bel! of tbe ill-fatcd vessel it- 
sclf, and still bears bcr name, H.M.S. Thunder^ stamped upon 
its metal) bas been fixcd npon tbe bigbest rock, and in times of 
storm and at bigh tide sends its solemn note of waroing boom- 
ing across tbe decp. 

Bat tbe bell was qniet now, and jast beneatb it, in tbe sbad- 
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ów of the rock whereoo it was placed, a man, half hidden in 
8ea-weody with which he appeared to have purposely covered 
himselfy was seated opon a picce of wreek. In appearance he 
was a very fine roan, big-shonldered and broad-limbed, and his 
age might have been thirtj-five or a little rooro. Of his frame, 
however, what between the mist and the anpleasantij damp sea- 
weed with which he was wreathed, not mach was to be seen. 
Bat sach light as thero was feil apon his face as he peered ea- 
gerly over and roand the rock, and glinted down the barrels of 
the doable ten-boro gan which he held across hts knee. It was 
a striking coantenance, with its brownish ejcs, dark, peaked 
beard, and strong features, very powerfol and vcry able. And 
yct there was a certain softness in the face, which hovered round 
the region of the rooath like light at the edge of a dark cload, 
hinCiDg at gentio sanshine. Bat little of this was visible now. 
Oeoffrey Bingbam, banïster-at-law, of the Inner Tempte, M. A., 
was engaged in a very serioas occnpation. IIo was tryiog 
to shoot carlew, as they passcd over his hiding- place on 
tbeir way to the mnd-banks where they fecd, farther along the 
coast 

Now, if there is a thing in the world which calls for the ez- 
ercise of man*s every facnlty, it is carlew shooting in a roistb 
Perhaps he may wait for an hour, or even two hoars, and see 
notbing, not even an oyster-catcher. Thcn at last, from roiloa 
away,coroes the faint wild call of carlew on the wiog. He 
strains his eyes, the call comes nearer, but oothing can he soe. 
At hut» seveoty yards or more to the right, he catches sight of 
the flicker of beating wings, and like a flash they are gone. 
Again a call — tho carlew are flightiog. He looks and looks, in 
his ezcitement stmggling to his feet and raising his head in- 
eantioosly f ar above the sheltering rock. There they come, a 
great flock of thirty or more, hearing straight down on him, a 
hondred yards off — eighty — sixty — now. Up goes the gnn, 
bot, alas and alas I they eatch a glimpse of the light glinting 
on the barrels, and perhaps of the head behind tbem, and in 
another saeond they have broken and scattered this way and 



tbat «ay, twisling oS tlkc a wisp of gigantic antpe, and vhdUIk 
,iDg nitb melaitelioly cries ïnto the depth of mist. 

Tbis is bad, tmt tbe ardeot sportsmao sits donn vith & groan 
aod waitB, tistening to the soft lap of the tide. And then at 
last Ttrtne is renarded. First of all two wild-dticl: conie ofer, 
cleamg tbs air likc arrowé^ Tbe mallard ia misscd, but the 
left barrel reaches the duck, and down ït comes nitb a full and 
aaÜsfying tbnd. Ilardly have tbe cartridgcs been replaced 
when the wild cry of the cariew is once more beard — qaito 
close tbis time. l'hf re tbey are, looming lai^ against tbe fog. 
Baogl dowD goea tbe first, and lies flappiog aroong tbe rocks- 
I^ko B flash the second is away to tbe left. Baog ! after hiui, 
and caagbt hioi too! Hark to the splash as he falls into tbc 
deep water fifty yards sway. Aod thea tbe raist closes in so 
denaely tbat the sport is done for the day. WelJ, that rigbt 
and left bas been worth tbree faonrs' wait in tbe wct.sea-wéed 
and the riolent coM tbat may foUow — tbat is, to any man wbo 
bas a eoal for tme sport 

Jast sneb an eiperience as this bad befdlen GeoSrey Bing- 
bam. He had bogged bis wild-dnck and bis brace of cnrlen — 
that is, be bad baggcd one of them, for the other was floaUng 
in the sea — wben a endden increase ia tbe density of tbe mist 
pat a stop to fnrther operationa. He abook tbe wet sea-weed 
off bis roDgb clotbes, and having lit a short brier pipo, set to 
work to bnnt for the duck and tbe firet cnrlew. He fonnd 
them eauly eaongh, and tben walking to tbe edge of the rocks, 
op tbe sides of which tbe tide was gradaally creeping, peered 
into tbe mist to see if he conld find tbe other. Presently the 
fog lifted a little, and be discovered tbe bird Soating on tbe 
oily water abont fifty yards awayl A little to tbe left the 
rocks ran oat in a peak, and bê knew from eiperience tbat tho 
tide setting towards thé sbore would carry tbe curiew past tbis 
peak; so be went to its extrcmity, sat down npon a big stone, 
' and waited. All this wbile the tide was rising faat, thongb, in- 
teot as be was npon briogiog tbe cnrlew to bag, be did not pay 
mach beed to it, forgetting tbat it was catting bim off from 
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tho land. At last, af ter more than balf an boor of waiting, hé 
caaglit sigbt of tbe bird again ; bat as bad lack wonld have it» 
it was süH twenty yards or more from bim, and in decp water. 
He was detemnned, bowerer, to get tbe bird if be coold, for 
Gtooffrey bated leaving bis game, so be pulled op bis trousers 
aod set to work to wade towards it. For tbe 6rst few steps all 
went well, bat tbe foarth or fiftb landcd bim in a bole tbat wet 
bis rigbt leg nearly op to tbe tbigb and gave bis ankle a severe 
twist. Reflecting tbat it wonld be very awkward if be sprained 
bis ankle in sacb a lonely placo be beat a retreat, and betbonght 
hiro tbat, nnless tbe cariew was to becoroe food for tbe dog-fishf 
be bad better strip bodily and swim for it Tbis — for Qeofhtj 
was a roan of determined mind — be decidcd to do, and bad al- 
ready taken off bis coat and waistcoat to tbat end, wben snd- 
denly some sort of a boat — be jadged it to be a canoe from 
the sligbtness of its sbape — looroed ap in tbe mist bef ore bim. 
An idea strnck bim: tbe canoe or its occnpant, if anybody 
conld bo insanc enongb to come ont canocing in sacb weatber, 
might fetch tbc cariew and save bim a swim. 

'* Hi r* be sbonted, in stentorian tones. '* Holloa there f* 

*' Yes,** answered a woman's gentle voicc across tbe waters. 

*' Ob/' be replied, stroggling to get into bis waistcoat again, 
for tbe roico told bim tbat be was dealing with some befogged 
lady, *' Tm sare I beg yoar pardon, bat woald yoa do me a fa- 
Torf Tbere*s a dead cariew floating about tbere not ten yards 
from yoar boat If yoa woaldn*t mind — ^ 

A white band was pat forward, and tbe canoe glided on tow- 
ards tbe bird. Presently the hand plnnged downward ioto 
the roisty waters and tbe cariew was baggod. Then, wbile 
Geoffrey was still stroggling with bis waistcoat, tbe canoe sped 
towards bim like a drearo boat, and in anotber moment it was 
beneath bis rock, and a sweet dim face was looking np into hb 

OWD. 

Now let os go back a little (aUs I tbat tbe privilege shonld 
be pecoliar to the recorder of things done) and see how it came 



aboDt thkt Beatricc Grans^r «as ihere to retrieve G«offny 
BiDghiun'B dead curlcn. 

Immedistel; ftfter tfae uapleasant idea'recorded ia tbc lut, 
or, to ba more nccnratc, in the firsl, clispter of tbis comedy, 
h*d imprened ïtaelf upon Beatrice'a mind, she came to tbo 
coDcInaion that slie bad seeo enoDgh of tlio Dog Rocks for oao 
afternooD. Tbercon, llke x sensible person, sbe set liersclf to 
<{\üt them in tbe &ame ivny ihat sbe bad rencbed tbem— nnnie- 
)j, by meaoi of a canoe. She got ïoto her cnDoe aafely eoougb, 
snd paddicd a little wny out to aea, with a view of retaroiag to 
tbe place wbcnce sbe camc Biit the fnitfacr Bhe went ont— • 
aod it was neceseary tLat she shouM go somo way on acconot 
of the rocks and tlie currents — the denser grew the fog. Souada 
came thraugh it, indeed, bob aba ooold nat dmaxij distii^iuah 
nbebco they came, till st Iaat, walI aa abe knaw tlM eoas^ ibe 
greW confated as to «bitber sbe was beadiog. Id tbis dilemma, 
aa sbe rested od ber paddie, ttariog into tbe dense surrounding 
mist and keeping bcr gray eyes as «ide opea as natore wonld 
allow — aod tbat was very wide — sLe beard tbe sound of a gaa 
behind ber to tbo rigbL Argiiing to benelf tbat some wüd- 
fowter on tbe water mant bave fired it wbo woold be able to 
direct ber, sbe tarned tbe canoe ronnd and paddled swiftly in 
tbe direction wbcnce tbe sound came. Preaently sbe beard tbe 
gun again ; botb barrels were fired in tbcre to tbe rigbt, bnt 
some way oS. Sbe paddicd on Tigoronaly, bnt oow no more 
sbots camo to gaide her; therefore for a wbilo ber aearch was 
frnitless. At last, however, ftbe saw sometbing looming tbrongb 
tbe mist abead ; it was the Red Rocks, tbongb sbe did not know 
it, and she draw oear with caation till GeoSrey's sboat broke 
DpoD her cara. 

She pickcd ap the dead biid and paddled towards tbo dim 
fignre, who was evidently wrestlïng with sometbing, sbe could 
not see whaL 

" Here is tbe cnriew, slr," sbe said. 

"Ob, thank yon," answered the fignre oa ths rock "I am 
infinitaly oblïged to yoo. I was jiut goïng to awim for U; I 
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can't bear losiDg iny game. It sccms so croel to shoot birds 
for notbing.** 

*' I dare saj tbat joa will nol make mach nse of it now tbat 
yoQ have got it»** said tbe gentle voice in the canoe. " Curlow 
are DOt very good eating.*' 

'*Tbat is scarcely tbe poiot," replied the Cnisoe on tbe rock. 
'* Tbe point ia to bring tbem home. Aprèê eela — ** 

" The bird-stuffer," said tbe voice. 

" No," answered Crasoe, " tbe cook." 

A laagh caine back f rom tbe canoe, and tben a qoestion : 

" Pray, Mr. Bingbain, can yoa teil roe wbere I aro f I have 
qoito lost roy reckoning in tbe mist" 

He starled. IIow did tbis roysterions yonng lady in a boat 
know bis name f 

" Yoa are at tbc Red Rocka ; there is tbe bell, tbat gray 
tbing, Miss— Miss— '• 

^ Beatrice Granger," sbe pat in, bastily. " My father is tbe 
clergyman of Bryngelly. I saw you when yoa and Lady Ho- 
noria Bingham lookcd into the school yestcrday. I teach in 
the school." Sbe did not teil him, bowever, tbat bis face had 
interested her so mocb tbat sbe had asked bis name. 

Again he started. He bad heard of tbis yonng lady. Some- 
body had told him tbat sbe was tbe prettiest girl in Wales, 
and the clererest, bat tbat her fatber was not a gentleman. 

"Oh," he said, taking oS bis bat in the direction of the 
canoe. "Isn*t it a iittle risky. Miss Granger, for yoa to be 
eanoeing alone in tbis mist f' 

'* Yes," she answered, f rankly, " bat I am ased to it ; I go 
ont eanoeing in all possible weatbers. It is my amnsement, and, 
after all, tbe risk really does not matter mach," sbe addod, more 
to berself than to him. 

Wbile he was wondering what slie meant by tbat dark say- 
iog, she went on, qaickly : 

*'Do yoo know, Mr. Bingham, I tbink tbat yoa are in more 
danger Uuin I am. It mast be getting near seven o'clock, and 
the tide ia high at a qnarter to etght Unleaa I am mistaken, 



tbeie is by now nearl; half a mile of deep water betfrees yon 
and the sboro." 

"My word!" Ijc saiJ. "I fot^ot all about tlie tïde. Wliat 
bctween the shootiug and lookJDg after that carlcw and tbe 
mist, it ncTcr occurrcd to me tliat it was getting late. I sap- 
pose I roost snim for it, tbat is all." 

"No, DO," sbe answered, ccnntlf, **it is ntj iIiiuwiiimi 
swimmiog herc ; the place ia fall irf durp rook^ Bod ttara i> » 
tremendoDS currcnt." 

" Well, then, what is to bo doDttf Will joor cmot «taf 
t»ol If so, perhaps you woold kiodly pat mo nbonf 

" Tes," she taid, " it is s doable cnioc^ rally. But I dan 
not take yoa ashore here; thera «n too maoy n^a, ud it ia 
impossible to see tbe ripple on tbam io ihia mïaL Ws ifaoiüd 
aink tbe chdoc^ No, you ronat g«t ia, aad I mnat paddia yoa 
bome to Bryngelly, tbai's alL Now that I koow where I am I 
thiolc tbat I can find the way." 

" lïeally," be said, " yoii are very good." 

" Not at all," sbe answered ; " yoa »ee I nmat go myaelf, any- 
bow, so I ahall bo ^ad of yoar belp. It is nearly five miles by 
water, yoa know, and not a pleasant nigbt." 

Tbcre was tmth in tbis. He was perfectly prepared to risk 
K swiro to tbc shore on bis own «ccoant, but ho did not at all 
like the idea of Icaving tbis yoong lady to find her own way 
back to Bryngetly through the mist and gatbering darkness, and 
in tbat frail cano& He would not hn?e liked it if sbe had been 
a man, for be knew tbat there was grcat risk in sneb s voyago. 
So, after making ooe more fmitless saggestioo tbat they shoold 
try and reach the shore, taking the cbance of rocks, aaaken or 
otberwise, and tben walk bome, to whicb Beatrice wonld not 
consent, bc accepted her oSer. 

" At the least yoa will allow me to paddie," be said, as sbe 
skilfally bronght the canoe right ander bis rock, whicb the tido 
was now high enongb to allow her to do, 

"If yon like," sbe answered, doabtfnlly. " My handa are a 
little sore, and, of coaisc," with a gtance at bis broad sbooldera. 
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" jOQ are tnacb stronger. Bat if yoa are not osed to it, I dare 
saj that I slioold gei on as well as yon." 

" Nonsense," he said, sbarplj. " I will not allow yoa to pad- 
die me for fiire miles." 

Sbe yielded withoat another word, and very gingerly sbifted 
ber seat so tbat ber back was towards tbo bow of lbo caooe, 
leaving biro to occapy tbe paddling place opposite to ber. 

Tben be bandcd ber bis gnn, wbicb sbe carefally stowed, 
togetbcr witb tbe dead birds, in tbe bottora of tbo frail craft 
Nexty witb great caatioov be slid down tbe rock till bis fcet 
rested in tbe canoe. 

*'Be carefal or yoa will apset ns/' sbe said, leaning forward 
and stretcbing oat ber band for bim to support bimself by. 

Tben it was, as bo took it, tbat be for tbe first time really 
saw her face, witb tbe mist drops banging to tbe bent eyelasbea, 
and knew bow beaatiful it was. 



CHAPTER HL 

A COKFSSStOI) Or PAITH. 

" Akk jron rc«dy ?" lie uid, rccovcring liims«lf from tbe 
pleasing Bhock of lliïs scrge-draped Tision of the mist 

" Yes," «aid Bealrice. " Yon must head straight out to sea 
for a little — not loo fnr, for if we gct bcyond the slieltcr of 
Ramball Poiut wo sliall founder in tbc rollers — th«re ure tüwnya 
rollers there — then sleer to the left. I will t«II you nhen. 
And, Mr. Btngham, picasc bc careful of the paddie ; it has been 
tplió»], and «oo't bear rougb nnge." 

"All rigbt," he answered, and tlicy started gajlv enoDgh, ibe 
light canoe gliiling »w\h\j forwnrd bcneath his stard; Etrokes. 

B«atrico was leaniog back «ith her bead bent a little for- 
«ard, so that ho could ooiy see lier chin and tbe awect carve of 
tbe lips above it. Bat sbe could sec alt bis face as it snnycd 
towards her nith each motion of tbe paddle, and she watcbed 
it nitb interest. It was a new type of face to her, so strong 
and manly, and yet so gentle about the mooth — almosl too 
gentle, sbe thoaght. What made htm mnrry Lady Uonoriat 
Beatrice vondcred ; she dtd not look pHrticalarly gentle, tfaoogh 
she was sneb n gracefol woman. 

Aod tbus they went on for some time, each woodering aboot 
theotber,aadat heart admiriogtbootber, wbicb was not strange, 
for they were a very proper pair, bat snying no word till at 
last, after abont a quarter of an boar's ban! paddling, GeoSrey 
pansed to rest. 

" Do you do iDDcb of tbis kind of thing, Miss Oranger f' he 
said, with a gasp ; " becaose it's ratber hard work." 

Sbe laughcd. " Ab T rfie said, " I tbongbt you wonld scarco- 
ty go on paddling at tbat rato. Tca, I canoe a grcat deal in the 
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tommcr-tiroe. It is my waj of taking ezercise, and I can twim 
welly 8o Tm not afraid of an npset At least, it has been niy 
waj for tbe last two years, si'nce a lady wbo was staying bero 
gaye me tbe canoe wben sbe went away. Before tbat I osed to 
row in a boat — ^tbat is, before I went to college.** 

''College! Wbat collego? Oirtonf* 

" Ob no, notbing balf so grand. It was a college wbere yoa 
get certificates tbat yoa are qoalificd to be a mistress in a Board 
scbool. I wisb it bad been Girton.** 

'' Do yoa ?** — ^yoa are too good for tbat, be was going to add, 
bat cbanged it to — '' I tbink yoa were as well away. I don*t 
care aboot tbe Oirton stamp ; tbose of tbem wbom I bare 
known are so bard." 

'' So macb tbe better for tbem,** sbe answered. *' I sboold 
like to be bard as a stone; a stono can't fcel. Don*t yoa 
tbink tbat womcn oagbt to leam, tbcn f* 

'* Do yoa T be asked. 

"Ycs,cerUinly." 

''Have yoo Icamed anytbingf* 

" I bave tangbt royself a little, and I picked np somctbing at 
tbe college. Bat I bave no real knowledge, only a smattering 
of tbings.** 

" Wbat do you know — Frencb and Gcrman f* 

"Yes.** 

"LaUnr 

" Yes, I know sometbing of it** 

"Greekr 

" I can read it fairly, bat I aro not a Greek scbolar.** 

" Matbematics f* 

"No, I gave them ap. Tbere is no huroan natore aboat 
matbematics. Tbey work everytbing to a fixcd conclasion tbat 
mast resalt Life is not like tbat ; wbat ongbt to be a sqaare 
coroes oat a rigbt angle, and x always equals an unknown qnan- 
tity, wbicb is nerer ascertaincd till yon are dead.** 

" GkK>d gracioas T* tboagbt Geoffrey to bimsclf betweeo tbe 
atrokes of bis paddle, " wbat an extraordinary girl I A ileab- 



uid-blood blofr4tocting, and a \on\y one into the bugain. Al 
any nte, I'll bowl ber oat tbis time." 

"Perhaps yoa h8?c read law, toof' he laid, with nippressed 



" I hwc read «ome," she anawered, calmly. " I üko Un, e*- 
peciallj Eqait; Uw ; it is so subtle, sod tbere is mcb it maas of 
it built npon snch a small foandation. It is like »a oveigrowD 
mnshroom, and the top will fsll oS ooe day, bowerer bard tko 
lawyere try to prop it up. Perhaps joq <Aa teil me — " 

" No, I'm sare I can't," he answerêd. " Tm not a Chancer; 
man. I ara CanimoD lanr, and / don't take all knowledge tot 
my pro vin ce. Toa positively alarm me, ICm Qnogw^ Ivo» 
der the canoe does not sink bwoath ao mnch haming.** 

"Do ir' she answered, sweetly. ** I am glad I ban firad to 
frig^teo somebody. I roeant tbat I like Eqaïty to itady; bot 
if I were a banister, I woald be CoismoQ law, because there 
is so mach. more life and strnggle abont iL Eiisteoce ia not 
wortb baving anless one is stroggling witb something and tiy- 
ing to overcoroe it" 

" Dear me, wbat a reposef ui prospect !" saïd OeoSrey, agbasL 
Ho bad certainly never met sucb a woman as this before. 

" Bepose is only good wbco it is earacd," went on tlie fair 
pbilosopber, " and in order to fit one to eam some mora, Othei^ 
wise it becomcs idiencss, and tbat is misery. Fancy beïng idie 
nbcD one bas sach a little time to lire! Tbc only thing to do 
is to work nnd stifle thongbL I snppose tbat yoa bare a large 
practice. Mr. Bingbam T' 

"You ahonldn't aak a barrister tbat qaestioD," he anawered, 
langhing; "it's like lookiog at the pictnres nbich an artist has 
tnmcd to the nall. No, to be frank, I have not. I have only 
taken to practjsing in eamest dnring the last two years, Bcfore 
tbat I was a barrister in name, and that is all." 

" Then why d!d yoa snddenly begin to work T' 

" Becaase I lost my prospects, Miss Granger — from aeces- 
nty, in sbort" 

" Oh, I U^ yonr pardon 1" she aaid, witb a blaab, wbich be, 
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of cooree, coald not see. '' I did not mean to be rade. Bat 
it is verj Incky for you, is it not f' 

** Indeed ! Some people don*t tliink so. Why is it lacky T 

'' Bccaase yoa will now rise and becomo a grcat man, and 
that is more than being a rich man." 

*' And why do you think that I shall become a great man P 
be asked, stopping paddling in bis astonisbment and looking at 
the dim form bef ore hiro. 

**Ohy because it is written on your face,*^ she answered, 
simply. 

Her words rang trae; there was no flattery or artifice in 
thoro. Oeoffrey feit that the girl was saying jnst what she 
thoQght 

** So yoa go in for physiognomy as well/' ho said. *' Well, 
Miss Granger, it*s rather odd, considering all things but I wilt 
aay to yoa what I never said to any onc bef ore : I bclieve that 
yon are right I shall rise. If I live, I feel that I have it in 
me. 

At this point it possibly occarrcd to Beatrice that, consider- 
ing the exceeding brevity of tbeir acqaaintance, thcy were drift- 
ing into a somewhat confidential convcrsation. At any rate, 
she quickly changed the topic. 

*' Tm afraid yoa are growing tired,*^ she said : " bat we mast 
be getting on. It will soon be qnito dark, and we have still a 
long way to go. Look there/' and she pointcd seaward. 

He lookcd. The whole bank of mist was breaking ap and 
hearing down on tbem in enormons billows of vspor. Pret- 
ently these were rolling over thero, so darkening the heavy air 
that, thoagh the pair were within fonr fect of each other, they 
could scarccly see each other's faces. As yet they feit no 
wind. The dense weight of mist choked the keen impelling 
air. 

*' I think the weather is breaking ; we are going to have a 
storm/* said Beatrice, a little anzionsly. 

Scarcdy were the words out of her month wlicn tbc mist 
passed away from them, and from all the seaward ezpanso of 
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oeean. Not » tmce of ït «aa Icft, and in tU place tbc strong 
au-breath beat iipon ihnir fnces. Far in the ttttt tbe angrj- 
disk of tbo BOD was sinking into tho foam. A great red ray 
■hot froiii ito bont edge and lay upon tbe awal[«ned waters libc 
a patb of fira. Tijc omiuous ligbt feil full upon tbe liltle bont 
and fnll npon Beatricc's lips. Thcn it paascd on, and tost it- 
aelf in tbe deep luitU wbich atUl awaUiMl Ün omhC 

"Oh, bow beantiful it iaT abe cried, nki^ horadt and 
poiaUng to tbe glor; of tbc djiog aan. 

" It ia beaatifnl, indeed," b; aaaworod, bat bs kxAed mt at 
tbc saoBct, bot at tbc woman'a faeo bofore him, glowiag lite a 
aalnfa in ita grolden anreole. Por that alio ma moat beaotifol 
— so beantiFul that it stirred him rtnagdf. 

" It i* like — " sbe b^^n, and broka off toddaBlT. 

"What iaitliker'beaaked. 

" It is like finding trntb at Iaat," sbe answered, speaking aa 
mach to henelf as to bim. " Wbf, one might make an alle- 
gor; oat of it. We nander in mist and darkness, sbapÏDg a 
vague conree for bomè. And tben snddenij the mists are 
blowD axay, and ^ory fills tbe air, and tbere is no more donbt, 
onij beforc aa is a splendor raaking all tbinga clcar, aod light- 
ing ns over a deatbless sen. It sounds mthcr too grand," sbc 
added, with a cbarming liltle langb ; but tberc's sometbing in 
it, soniewhere, if only I coald express myself. Oh, look T' 

Aa sbe spoke a heavy storm-clond rolled over tbe ranisbing 
rim of tbe snn. For a moincDt tbe ligbt stroggled with tho 
eclipüng clond, toming ita edge to the hoe of copper, bnt the 
cload «ras too strong and the ligbt ranished, leaving tbe aca in 
darkness. 

" Well," ho said, "yoar allegory noald liavc a dismal end if 
yoQ worked it oat. It's getting as dark as pitch, and there's a 
good deal in that, if only / conld express rayself." 

Beatrice dropped poctry, and came down to facts in a way 
that nas rery commendable. 

" There's a ^atü coraing op. Mr. Bingbani," sbe said ; " yon 
maat paddJe as bard at yon can. I do not ihink we an inore 
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tban two miles from Bryngellj, and if we are lacky we inaj 
gei there beforo the weatber breaks." 

** Yoa, jf we are lacky," he said, grimly, as he bont bimself to 
tbe work. ** Bat tbe qacstioa is where to paddie to^it*s so 
dark. Hadn't we better ran for the shore f' 

*' We are ia the middle of the bay now/* she answered, '* and 
almott as far from the nearest laad as we are from Bryngelly ; 
besidcs, it is all rocks. No, yoo mnst go straight on. Yoa 
wil!' see the Poise light bevond Coed prescntly. Yoa know 
Coed is foar miles on the other sidc of Bryngelly, so when yoa 
SCO it hcad to tbc left" 

He obeyed her, and tbey neitber of them spoke any more for 
some time. Indeed, the rising wind made convcrsation diffi- 
calt, and so far as Ocoffrey was concerned bc had little breath 
left to spare for words. He was a strong man, bat the anac- 
costomed labor was beginning to teil on him, and bis hands 
wcre blistering. For ten minntes or so he paddled on throagb a 
darkaess which was now almost total, wondcring where on earth 
be was wending, for it was qnitc impossible to sec. For all he 
knew to the contrary, he might be circling roaad and roand. 
He had only one thing to direct him — the sweep of the con- 
tinoally rising wind and tbe wash of the gathering wavcs. So 
long as these strack the canoe, which now bcgan to roll omi- 
noasly on the starboard sidc, be mast, he thonght, be keeping 
a rigbt coarse. Bat in the tarmoil of tbc rising gale and the 
confoaion of the night this was no very satisfactory gaide. At 
length, however, a broad and brilliant flash sprang out across 
the sea, almost straight abead of him. It was the Poise light 

He altered bis coarse a little, and paddled steadily on. And 
DOW tbe sqaall was breaking. Fortanately, it was not a very 
heavy one, or their f rail craft mast have saok, and tbey witb it, 
bat it was qaite serioas enongh to put them in great danger. 
Tbe canoe rosé to the wavcs like a feathcr, bat she was broad- 
aide on, and rise as she woald tbey began to ship a little water. 
And tbey bad not secn tbc worst of iL Tbe weathcr was still 
tbickening. 
2 



18 - BXATBICE. 

Still bc beid od, tbongh liis hout aak «iUiU Um, whU* 
Beatrice saïd Dothing. PretraUy a Hg mr» cans; be eonld 
jast see its nbite crcst gleamiag tbroogfa the ^oom, thaii it wa> 
on tbem. The canoe rou to it gallanüj ; U Maoied to euri 
light over ber, making ber taiH ^ GmSnt Uwoglit that the 
end bad come. Bat sbe rode it oot — sot, bowsver, «itkoat 
ahipping more tban a bucket «f wtter. Without njing « w«d 
Beatrice took the clotlt cap from her hoed, Md, leanii^ tot- 
«ard, b^an to baie as bnt abe eonld, and that wai oot tvj 
«rell. 

"Tbia will not do," he ealled. "I mut ke^ ber bead to 
the Een or we shall be Bwamped.** 

" Tes," sbe answcred, " ko^ ber head upu We ara ia graat 
danger." 

He glanced to bis rigbt ; aaother white aea wa« hearing down 
OD bim ; be eonld jast aee its glUtering creit. Wilh all his 
force be dug tbe paddie into the water; tbe canoo answered to 
it; abe camo ronad just in time to ridc oat the wavo witb safo- 
ty, bat tbc paddie anapped, It was alreadj sprang, and the 
weight be put npon it was more tbatt it conld bear. Rigbt in 
two it broke, sonic uine inches abovo that blado which at the 
moment was hnricd in the water. lic feit it go, and despair 
took hold of liim. 

" Great God !" be cried, " tbe paddie is brokcn." 

Beatrice gasped. 

" Yon mast use tbe otber blade," she cried ; " paddie firet on 
000 üde and then on the other, and keep hcT head on." 

" Till we aink," he answered, 

"No, till we are savcd. Never talk of sinking." 

The girl's conrage ahamed him, and be obeycd ber instroc- 
tiooa as best lie coold. By diot of continnally shifting what 
rein&ined of tbe paddie from one side of tbe canoc to tbc otber 
he did mani^^ to keep ber head on to tbe waves that wcre now 
rolling ia apacc. Bat in tbeir bearta tbcj botb wondered bow 
long this woald last 

" Oarc yon any cartridgcs f" abe aaid, prcsentJy. 
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^ Tes, in mj eoat-pocket,^ he answered. 

*' Give mo two, if jon can manage it,'* she said. 

lo an intenral between the coming of two scas be contrlved 
to slip hts hand ioto a pocket and transfer the cartridgea. Ap- 
paren tly«he knew aomething of the working of a gan, for prca- 
ently there was a flash and a report, quickly foliowed by another. 

''Give me some more cartridgea," she cried. He did so, bat 
nothing foliowed. 

*'It is no nse,'* she said, at length, ''tlic cartridges are wet 

I cannot get the empty cases oot Bat perhaps they may have 
seen x>r beard them. Old Edward is surc to bo watching for 
me. Yon had better throw the rest into the sea if yoa can man- 
age it,*' she added, by way of an after-thought ; ^' we may havo 
to swim prescntly." 

To Greoffrey this seemed very probabic, and whcncver be got 
a chancc he acted on the bint, till at length he was rid of all 

II is cartridges. Jast thon it bcgan to rain in torren ts. Thoogh 
it was not warm, the perspiration was streaming from him at 
every pore, and the rain beating on bis face refreshed him some- 
what ; also with the rain the wind droppcd a little. 

Bat he was getting tired ont, and he knew it Soon be wonld 
no longer be able to keep the canoc straight, and tbeu they 
mast be swamped, and in all baman probability drowned. 80 
this was to be tbc end of bis life and its nmbitions. Beforo an- 
other hour bad rnn its coarsc he would be rolling to and fro 
in the arms of that angpry sea. What wonld bis wifo üonoria 
say when she board the newsf he wondercd. Perhaps it woald 
shock her into some show of fccling. And Effie, bis dear little 
siz-year-old daagbterf Wcll, thank God! she was too yoang 
to feel bis loss for long. By tbc time that she was a woman 
she woald almost have forgotten that she ever had a fathor. 
Bot bow woold she get on withoat him to gtiide her? Her 
mother did not love children, and a growing girl woold contin- 
nally remind her of her growing years. Ho coold not teil ; he 
coald only hope for the best And for himsclf ! What wonld 
bccome of him af ter the short sharp strugglc for life f Shoald 
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ho fiod endless sleep, or wliatt Hé was m Ghriiliao, asdlMS 
life bad Dot beeó worse tlian tluil of lOlher men. ladead, tiKMigh 
he. woold have been the last to think it, be h«d aome yedemiing 
virtues. Bat now at the end Ihe ^MriUud horiaoo was as daik 
as it had been at the banning. Thera befbie him wers tba 
Oates of Dcath, bat not jet woold tliey loll ande and abow tho 
traveller what lay bejood Ümr ffowaii^ Aioe. How ooold lio 
teil? Perbaps they woold not open at alL Perbaps be'aow 
bade hU last farewell to consdoosoossi to oartb and tkj and soa 
and love aod all lovelj tbtDfn Wdl, tfaat iiiigbt be better tban 
some prospects. At that momeot Qtofteej Biagbam, in tbs 
last agony of doubt, woald gladlj bare exobaogod bis bopaa 
of life bejond for a certainty of.etemal sleep. Thai faitb wbieb 
enables some of as to tread tbb awfol way witb an ntter ooé- 
fideoce is not a wise prcrogatiye, and as yct, at any rate, it was 
not bis, tboagh the time might come whcn he woald attain it 
There are not very manj, even among those withont roproach, 
who can laj them down in the arros of Death, knowing most 
certainij that when the veil is rent awaj the countcnance that 
they shall see will be that of the blessed Guardian of Mankind. 
Alas ! he could not be altogether snre, and, where doubt exists, 
hope is bot a pin - pricked bladder. He sighcd heavily, mnr- 
mured a littlc formnla of prayer that had been on his lips roost 
nights daring thtrty years — ^he had leamed it as a child at his 
mpther^s knee — and then, while the tempest roared aronnd him, 
gathered np his strength to meet. the end which seemed incvi- 
table. At any rate, he woald die like a roan. 

Then came a reaction. His vital forces rosé again. He no 
ionger feit fearfal ; he only wondered, with a strange iroper- 
sonal wonder, as a roan wonders about the vital affairs of an- 
pther. Then from wondering aboat himself he began to won- 
der, abpat the girl who sat opposite to him. With the rain 
came a litUe lightning, and by the first flash he saw her clearly. 
Her beantiful face was set, and as she bent forward, eearching 
the darkness with her wide eyes, it wore, be thought, an airoost 
defiant air. 
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The eanoo twisted rouod somewhat He dag his broken 
paddie ioto tbe water, and once more got her hcad on to the 
aea. Then he tpoke. 

^ Are yoQ afraidf' he asked of her. 

*^ Noy** she answeredy '* I ani not af raid." 
Do joü koow that we shall probably be drownedT 
Tca, I know it Thcy say the death is easy. I broaght 
yoD here. Forgivo me that I shonld have tricd to row yoa 
aahore, as yoa said." 

'^Nerer mind me; a roao mast meet his fato some day. 
DoD*t thiok of me. But I can*t keep her head on mach lon- 
gen Yon had botter say yoar prayérs." 

She bent forward till her head was qaite near his own. The 
wind had blown some of her hair loose, and^ though he did 
Dot seem to notice it at the time, he remombcred afterwards 
that a look of it stmck him on the face. 

^I eannot pray/* she said; **I have nothing to pray to. I 
am not a Christian.'* 

Tbe words strack him like a blow. It scemed so awful to 
think of this proad and brilliant woman now balanced on the 
▼erge of what she bclicved to bc ntter annihilation. Even the 
courage that indaccd her at sach a moment to confcss her 
hopdess state seemed awfal. 

*' Try/* he said, with a gasp. 

**SOf^ she ans#ercd, '*I do not fear to die. Death eannot 
be worae than lifo is for most of as. I have not prayed for 
years, oot aince — well, never mind. I am not a coward. It 
woald be cowardly to pray now, becanse I may be wrong. If 
tbers is a Ood who knows all, he will understand that** 

Geoffrey said no more, but labored at the broken paddie gal- 
lantly, and with an ever-failing strength. Tbe lightning had 
passed away, and the darkness was very great, for the harrying 
clonda hid the starlight. Presently a sound arose above tho 
tnrmoil of the storm — a crashing, thunderous sound, towards 
which the send of the sea gradnally bore tbem. The sound 
came from the waves that beat upon the Bryngclly reef. 



an cvcnt was not probable, but he said Dothic 
himself to tbc task of getting rid of bis coat 
DO easy one in that coofined space. Mcanwbi 
whirling roood and roand like a wajnat-sbcll 
gatter. For aome distance before tbe waves 
reef and rocks they awept in towards them wit! 
Icss swell. On reacbing tbe sballows, bowe? 
tbeir wbite sboaldcn bigh into tbe air, cnrved 
tbander on tbe reef. 

Tbe canoe rode towards tbe breakers, sacked 
by a swell ing sea. 

" Oood-bye," called Oeoffrey to Bcatrice, as, 
bis wet band, be fonnd bcr own and look it — : 
sbip roakes deatb a littlc easier. 

^ Good-bye," sbe cried, clinging to bis band. 
I bring yoa into tbis f' 

For in tbeir last extreroity tbis woroan tbongb 
companion in peril tban of berself. 

One more tam, tben saddenly tbe canoe bem 
lifted like a straw and tossed bigb into tbe ai 
raass. of water boiled up beneatb it and aroand 
foam. msbed in, and yagaéty Geoffrcy knew tl 
wrapped in tbe canre of a billow. 

A swift and migbty msb of watpr — ^^-i* i 
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CHAPTER IV. 

TBK WATCHKR AT TBK DOOR. 

Thi8 was wbat bad liappenecL Jost abont tbc centre of tbe 
reef ii a large flat-topped rock — it may be twenty f eet in tbc 
•qaare — know n to tbe Bryogelly fisbennen as Tablo Rock. In 
ordinary weatber, even at bigb tide, tbe waters scarccly cover 
tbis rock^bnt wben tbere is any sca tbcy wasb over it witb grcat 
▼iolence. Onto tbis rock Geoffrey and Bcatrice bad been bnrled 
by tbe breakcr. Fortonately for tbem it was tliickly ovcrgrown 
by sea-wecd, wbicb to some sligbt extent broke tbc violcnce of 
tbe fall. As it was, Gkoffrey was knocked senscless by tbc 
shock ; bat Bentrice, wbose band be still beid, feil onto biro, 
and, witb tbe exccption of a few bmiscs and a sbake, escaped 
nnbart 

Sbe strogglcd to her knccs, gasping. Tbe water bad mn off 
the rocky and ber companion Uy qnict at ber side. Siie pat 
down ber face and called into bis ear, bat no answer carocy and 
theo sbe kncw tbat bo was either dcad or senseicss. 

At tbis second sbe cangbt a gUmpse of sometbing wbite 
gleaining in tbe darkness. Instinctively sbe flung berself apon 
ber face, g^pping tbe long toogb sea-wecd witb ono band. Tbo 
otber sbe paned roand tbe body of tbe belpless man beside her, 
ttraining bim witb all ber strcngtb against ber side. 

Tben came a wild long rasb of foam. Tbe water liftcd ber 
froin tbe rock, bat tbe sea-weed beid, and wbcn at Icngtb tbe 
sea bad gone boiling by sbe foand berself and tbe senseicss form 
of Gkoffrey onco more lying side by side. Sbe was balf-cbokcd. 
Desperately sbe strnggled np and roand, looking sboreward 
throagb tbe darkness. Hcarens ! tbere, not a bundred yards 
away, a ligbt shonc npon the waters. It was a boat*s light, for 



rock, and, graspiog the slipperj sca-wced 
aboat the belpless Geoffrcy. 

It was on thcm. 

Oby horror ! Even in the tnrmoil of tl 
feit tbe sea-weed givc. Now thcj werc bc 
the rosbing wayc, and deatb drew vcry ncai 
to Gkoffrey. Once more tbe air toacbed 
risen to the sarface and was floating on tbi 
waye bad passed. Loosing her bold of < 
bcr band opward, and as be began to sink 
bair. Then treading water with bcr feet — i 
botb, she was as good a swiramcr as could 
coast — sbe managed to open her eyes. Tl 
awajr, was the boat*s ligbt Oh, rf only sbe • 
spat tbc salt-water froni her montb, and on< 
Tbe ligbt seemed to move on. 

Then anotber wave rolled forward, and 
pusbed down into tbe cmel deptbs ; for wil 
banging to her sbe coold not keep abovo it 
inind tbat if sbe let biio go sbe inight evci 
bot even in tbat last terror tbis sbe wonld n 
sbe woald go with bim. 

It wonld have been better if sbe bad let l 

Down sbe went — down, down ! '* I will 1 
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ing ioio the darkness. '' We sball be riglit onto the Table 
Rockt in a mionte, aod all drown together. Pat aboat, mate 
— pot about" 

^ D o yer f* acreamed the old man, tarning so that tbe 

light from the lantero feil on bis furrowed, fiercely anxioas face 

and long white hair strcaming in tbo wind. *' D n yer, yc 

cowards ! I tells yer I board her voice — I beard it twice screain- 
ing for help. U ye pat tbe boat aboat, by Ooad, wbcn I get 
asbore, Til kill yer, ye labbcra — old man as I am, Fll kill yer, if 
I swing for it" 

Tbis determined sentiment prodaced a roarked effect apon 
the boafs crew ; there were eigbt of tbcm altogether. They 
did Qot pat the boat abont ; they only lay npon tbeir oars and 
kept her hcad to the seas. 

The old man in tbe bow peered ont into the gloom. He was 
ahaking, not with cold, bot with agitation. 

Pretently ho tomed bis bead with a ycll. 

''Otve way — gtve way I Tbere^s soracthiDg on the wave.*' 

The men oboyed with a will. 

*" Back r' he roared again^" back water T 

They backed, and the boat answcred, bat nothing was to be 
aecn. 

^ She's gone f Oh, Ood, she's gone T groancd tbe old man. 
^ Ton may pat aboat now, lads, and the Lord*s will be donc.** 

Tbe light from the lantem feil in a little ring npon the sccth- 
ing water. Snddenly somcthing white appearcd in the centre 
of this illaminated ring. Edward stared at it It was floating 
npward. It yanisbed — it appeared again. It was a woman*s 
face. With a yell he planged bis arms ioto the sea. 

** I haye her ! Lend a hand, lads.** 

Another man scrambled forward, and together they clatched 
the object in the water. 

'' Look ontl don*t pnll so hard, yoa fooi. Bust me if there 
ain't another, and she*t got him by the hair. So, êteady — 

Mtêody r 

A long heare from ttrong arms, and the scnseless form of 
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tbat sail to cover them — so. Yoo'll live yet, Misj 
ain't dcad, I swear. Old Eddard bas saved j( 
and tbc good Goad togetbcr !" 

Meanwbile the boat bad been got roand, anc 
rowing for Bryngellj as warm-heartcd sailors v 
at stake. Tbej all knew Beatrice and lovcd 
remerobercd it as thej rowed. Tlie gloom wa 
ance to theniy for tbej coold al most bavë Da?i| 
blindfolded. Besidcs, bere tbcj were sbeltered 1 
sbore. 

In five minates thej were ronnd a little bea 
ligbts of Bryngelly wero close before tbein. Od 
ple were moving abont witb lantems. 

Prcsently tbey were tberc, banging on their o^ 
able wave to beach tbem. At last it came, and 
together, mnning the largo boat half out of the s 
roen plnnged into the water and dragged her oi 
safe asbore. 

" Have yon got Miss Beatrice f* shonted a voi 
' " Ay, weVe got her, and another too, bnt I 
gone. Whcre*s doctor f' 

" Here — bere P answered a voice. " Bring tl; 

A stoot, thick-set man who had been listeninj 
in a dark cloak. tnmed hïa f«^«» owatr nnA /•«.«-. - 
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thiDgs readj there in case thej sbonld find her. Rqd forward, 
ODc of yoQ, and aaj Ihat we are coming." 

Tbo men started at a trot, and the crowd ran after thcro. 

*' Who is the other f* somebody asked. 

" Mr. Bingham, the tall la^jer who came down from Lon- 
den the other daj. Teil policeraan — run to his wife. She's 
at Mrs. Jones's, and tbinks he bas lost his way coming home 
from Bell Rock.'' 

Accordingly the policeman departed on his melancholy er- 
rand, and the procession moved swiftly across the sandy beach 
and np the stone-paved way by which boats were dragged down 
the cliff to the sea. The village of Bryngelly lay to the right 
It had grown away from the chorch, which stood dangeroasly 
near the edge of the clifL On the farther sidc of the chnrcli, 
and a little behind it, partly sheltered from the sca-gales by a 
group of stnnted firs, was the Yicaragc, a low single • storaed, 
atone-roofed building, tenanted for twenty years past and more 
by Beatrice's father, the Rev. Joseph Grangcr. The best ap- 
proach to it from the Bryngelly side was by the chnrch-yard, 
throngh which the men with the stretchers were now winding, 
foliowed by the crowd of sight-seers. 

** Might as well leave thcm here at once," said one of the 
bcarcrs to the other in Welsh. ** I doubt they are both dead 
enongh.'* 

The person addressed asscnted, and thethick-set man, wrapped 
in the dark cloak, who was striding along by Beatrice's stretcli- 
er, groaned again. Clearly, he nnderstood the Welsh tonguc. 
A few seconds more and they wcrc passing throngh the stnnted 
firs np to the Vicarage door. In the door-way stood a group 
of people. The light from a lamp in the liall struck upon them, 
throwing them into strong relief. Foremost, holding a lantem in 
bis hand, was a man of about sixty, with snow-white hair which 
feil in confnsion orer his rugged forehead. He was of middlo 
hcight, and carried himself with something of a stoop. The 
eyea were sotiall and shifting, and the mouth bard. He wore 
ihort whiskera, which, together with the cyebrows^ were still 



cvery urop in lüe rate ot wages. In fact, he 
thcr, and a cl erg j man. 

By his side and Icaning over hioi was Eliza 
ter. There were five yeai*s between tbem. 
copy of Bcatrice, or, to be more accurate, Bcj 
development of Ëlizabcth. Tbey both bad br< 
abeth*8 was straigbter and faint-colored, not i 
into gold. £lizabetb*8 eyes were also gray, 
washed-oat gray, like that of a Febmary sli 
feature after feature, and with the expressiot 
was ooble and opeo, if at ttmes defiant. Lo 
koew tbat sbe migbt be a mistaken woman 
woman, or botb, but she conld ne?cr be a mcan 
ever of tbe Ten Coramandments sbe migbt cl 
wonld not be that wbicb forbids ns to bear fali 
our neigbbor. Anybody migbt read it in h 
her sister*8 bc migbt read her father's shifty '. 
by woman*s wcaker will into something like c 
rest, Elizabetb had a very fair fignrc, but Is 
roqoded loveliness, thongh the two were so en 
at a distance yoa might well mistake tbe on 
One might almost fancy that Natnre had ex 
Elizabetb before she made np her mind to p 
jnst to get the lines and distances. The one 

Other whllt tbA nnlo ri»»^»»»oï»'*^ .«^J*.! -* -1 — 
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" Ah| aby" be answered, '* it doesii*t matter to joa, you don*t 
care aboat jour sister. You're jealous of her ; but I lovc her, 
thoagh we dooH understaDd each otlier. Here they coine. 
I>on*t stand staring tbere. Qo and see that the blankets and 
thingi are bot Stop, doctor ; teil roe, is she dead f* 

**How can I teil till Fve scen berf' the doctor answered, 
foogbly shaking bim off, and entering the door. 

Bryngelly Vicarage was a yery siinply constructed boose. 
On entering the door the yisitor foiind himself in a psissage 
with doors to the right and lefL That to the rigbt led to the 
aitting-room, that to the left to the dining-room, both of them 
long, low, and narrow chambers. Folio w ing the passage down 
for some five paces, it tenninated in anotber which ran at 
rigbt angles to it for the entire lengtb of the boase. On the 
farther side of this passage were sevcral bedroom doors, and a 
room at each end. That at the end to the right was occiipicd 
by Beatrico and her sister, the next was empty, the third was 
Mr. Granger*s, and the foarth the spare room. This, with the 
exeeption of the kitchens and servants* sleeping-place, which 
were beyond the dining-room, made up the house. 

Fires had been lit in both the sitting-rooms. Geoffrey was 
taken into the dining-room and attended by the doctores as- 
sistant, and Beatrico into the sitting-room and attended by the 
doctor himself. In a few seconds the rooms had been clearcd 
of all except the helpers, and the work began. The doctor 
looked at Beatrice*s cold shronken form, and at the foam npon 
her lipa. He lifted the eyelid, and held a light before the con- 
tracted popil. Then he shook bis bcad and set to work with 
a will. We need not follow bim throagh the course of bis 
dreadful labors, with which most people will have some ac- 
qoaintance. Uopeless as they seemed, he continued them for 
hoor after hour. 

Meanwhile the assistant and some helpers were doing the 
same senrice for Geoffrey Bingham, the doctor himself, a thin, 
clerer-looking man, occasionally stepping across the passage to 
direct tbcm and see how thingt were gctting on. Now although 
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Geoffrej bad been in the water the longei^ his>ras by te tfie 
best case, for when he was immened he was already insenaibh^ 
and tf pcrsoD in thU eondiUon is veiy bard to diown*- Il k 
yodr straggling, figfating, breaihiiig-craatare wbo is aooMSl 
made. aQ end of in deep waters. Th^refore-itcame té pass 
th<it wlien the scrabbing with bot eloths and tbe artifidal na- 
piratioQ bad gone on for somewhere abont twentj minntea» 
C^offrcy snddenlj erookod a fiogér. The doctores assblaati a 
baojsDt yoath fresh from tbe bospitals^ gave a jell of eiralta* 
tïoD, and scrabbcd and poshed-away wiUi ever-increasing ener- 
gy. Presently tbe snbject eoogbed, and a minate biter, as the 
agooy of retarning life made itself felt^ be swore most heaitBy. 

He*s all rigbt now F' ealled tbe assistant tó bis employer. 
" Hc's swearing beantifdly r . • 

Dr. Chambers, parsaing bis melancboly and anpromisiog task 
in the other room, smiled sadly, and callcd to the assistant to 
coDtinae the treatraent, wbich he did with rauch ?igor. 

Presently Gcoffrey came partially to life, still saffering tor- 
ments. Tbc first thing he grcw aware of was that a tall, ele- 
gant woman was standing over bim, looking at htm with a half- 
pazzled and half-horrificd air. Vaguely hc wondered wbo it 
was. The tall form and cold handsorae face wcre so familiar 
to bim, and yet he conld not recall the name. It was not till 
shc spoke that bis nambcd brain realized that bc was looking 
on bis own wifc. 

" Well, dear," she said, " Tra glad that you are bctter. Yoa 
frightcned me ont of my wits. I thonght yoa were drowned." 

''Thank yon/'he said, faintly, and thcn groaned as a fresh 
attack of tingling pain shook bim throagh and throngh. 
I hope nobody said anything to EflSe,'* he said, presently. 
Yes, the child wouldn^t go to bed becanse yoa were not 
back; and when the policeman came she heard him teil Mrs. 
Jones that yoa were drowned, and shc bas been almost in a fit 
ever since. They had to bold her to prevent her from ranning 
bere." 

€rcoffrey*s white face assamcd an air of tbc deepest distrcss. 
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** How eoald yoa frighten tbe clüld so f' he iDurrnared. " Plcase 
go and teil her that I am all right'* 

^It wasn't rnj faolV said Lady Honoria, with a sbrug of her 
«hapely ahonlders. "Bestdes, I can do notbing witli £ffic 
She goes on Kke a wild thiog aboat yoo/' 

** Please go and teil her, Honoria/' said her busband. 

" Oh yes, Til go," sbe answcred. " Really, I sha'n't be sorry 
to get out of this ; I begin to fecl as tbougb I bad been drowncd 
myielf ;**and sbe lookcdat tbe stearoing clotbs and sbuddercd. 
^'Oood-byOy Greoffrey. It's an immense relief to find yon all 
rigLt. That policeman made me feel qtiitc queer. I can^t get 
down to gire you a kiss or I would. Well, good-bye for tbe 
preient, my dcar.** 

"Good-bye, Uonoria," said her hnsband, with a faint sniiie. 

The medical assistant looked a littlo sorpriscd. Uc had 
ncTer, it is trae, bappencd to be present at a meeting between 
hosband and wife wben one of tlie pair bad just been rescoed 
by a balrVbreadtb f rom a violent and sndden deatb, and, tberc- 
foro, wanted expericnco to go on. Bnt it stmck bim that there 
was something missing. The lady did not seem to bim quite 
to iill tbe part of tbe Hcaven-tbankin^r spoase. It pnzzled bim 
very mnch. Perhaps be sboived this in bis face. At any rate, 
Lady Honoria, who was quick enougb, read sometliing tliere. 

" He is safe now, is be not f* slio asked. '^ It will not matter 
if I go away f* 

" No, my lady,*' answcred tbc assistant, " he is oot of danger, 
I think ; it will not matter at all.** 

' Lady Honoria besitated a little ; sbe was standing in tbe pas- 
sage. Then sbe glanced throngb the door into tbe opposite 
room, and canght a glimpsc of Bcatricc*s rigid form and the 
doctor bending over it. Her bead was thrown back, and the 
beaotifnl brown bair, which was now almost dry again, streamcd 
in maasea to tbe ground, wbile on her face was stampcd tbe 
terrifying seal of deatb. 

Lady Honoria shuddcrcd. Sbe could not bear sneb sighta. 
" Will it be ncccssary for me to comc back to-nigbt f* she said. 
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" Shc raust be a brave girl. Will sbe recover f' 

The assisUnt sbook bis hcad. *'Sbe luay pos 
not likel? now." 

"Poor thing, and so joong and beautiful ! W 
face, and wbat an arm ! It is verv awf nl f or b 
shoddered again and went 

Ootsido the door a sinall knot of sjmpatbizcrs n 
ered, notwithstanding the late boar and tbc ba< 
wcatber. 

That's Lis wife,^ said one, and tbcy opencd to 
Theo why doD*t sbe stop with bitn f' asked a 
dibij. ^ If it had been my basband, Fd have sat 
him for an boar.'* 

'* A j, yooM have killed him with jonr bagging, 
aomebody answered. 

Lady Honoria passcd on. Saddenly a tbick-set o 
from the shadow of the pinc». Shc coald not see 
he was wrapped in a largc cloak. 

" Forgive me,^ be said, in the boarse voico of oi 
with emotions which he was nnable to conceal, " 
iell me. Does sbe still lire P 

** Do yoQ mean Miss Oranger f sbe asked. 

** Yes, of conrse. Beatrice — Miss Granger.^ 

*" They do not know, bat they think— " 
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raptdly aloDg the cUff towards her lodging. ^' I suppose that 
man must be in love with ber. Well, I do not wonder at it I 
never saw sneb a face and arm. What a pictare tbat scène in 
tba room wonld make! Sbe saved Geoffrey, and now sbe*8 
dead. If be bad saved ber, I should not bave wondered. It*8 
Hke a scène in a novel.*' 

From all of wbicb it wil! be seen tbat Lady Honoria was not 
wanting in certain romantic and artistical perceptions. 
8 



CHAPTEB V. 
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GKOiTBir, Ijiag before Uw fin, Mwlj m 
had CMight sorae of the e(»renititMi batwoen hu «ifa «td tba 
AssisUDt who had recoverad hitn to lifsi 80 the «m gone— tfnt 
brare, beantiful atheist gïH — gooe to tot tha trath. And alM 
had Mved bis life ! 

For some minates the aaüotant did not entar. Ha wm Up- 
ÏQg; ÏD the other room. At lut he oune. 

" What did f on any to Iaój Hoooriaf' GeoSre; asled, fee- 
bly. "Did JOU saj tbat Miaa Granger bad uved met" 

" Tes, Mr. Bingham ; at least they teil me so. At aav rate, 
wbcQ they pulled her oat of the water tbej pulled jou after 
her. Sbe had hold of jour bair." 

"Grcat hcavcns!" he groaned, "and ray wcight must ha*e 
dr^^d her down. I9 sfae dewl, tben t" 

" We cannot qaite saj jet, Dot for certain. Wc thiok tbat 

" Praj God ahe is not dead," he aaid, more to himself thau 
to the other. Then aloud: "Leave me; I am all right. Go 
and help with her. Bat stop; come and teil me sometimes 
how it goes with her." 

" Verj well ; I wilt send a woman to watcb jou," and he went 
Meanwhile, in the otber room, tbe troatmcnt of the drowned 
weot slowlj on. Two houra had passed, and as jet Beatrice 
tbowed no signs of recorery. Tho hcart did not beat, no pnise 
Btirred ; bat, as the doctor toew, life might atiil linger ia the 
tissues. Slowly, very slowlj, the body waa turacd to and fro, 
the bead swaying, and tbe long bair falling now thb waj and 
now tbat ; hut atill no sign. Everj reaourco koowu to medical 
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skill, sQch as bot air, robbing, artificial respiration, electricity, 
was appHcd, and applicd in yaiD ; bat still no sign ! 

Elisabeth, pale aod pinchedy stood by handing wbat roight 
be reqnired. She did not j^reaUj love ber sister; tbey were 
aotagoDistic, aod tbeir interesta clasbed, or sbe thoagbt tbey 
did ; bot Ibis sodden deatb was awf al. In a corner, pitiful to 
see, offeriog groans aod ejacolated prayers to Heaven, sat tbe 
old clergynian, tbeir fatber, bis wbite bair aboat bis eyes. He 
was a weak, coarse-graioed mao, bnt in bis own way bis clever 
aod beaotifal girl was dear to bim, and tbis sigbt wrong bis 
soul as it bad not been wmog for years. 

** Sbe*s gooe T' be said, cootinoally, ^' sbe's gone ! The Lord's 
wUl be dooe. Tbere*ll bave to be anotber mistress of tbe school 
Dow. Seventy ponnds a Jrear sbe'll cost — seventy poonds a year P' 

** Do be qoiet, father,*' said Elizabeth, sbarply. 

** Ay, ay, it's very well for yoo to teil me to be quict Yoa 
are quiet becaose yoo don't care. Yoo never loved your sister. 
Bot I loved ber sioce sbe was a little fair-beaded cbüd, aod so 
did yoor motber. * Beatrice ' was tbe last word she spoke.*' 

'* Be quict, father T' said Elizabetb, stili more sbarply. Tbe 
old man, roakiog no reply, saok back into a semi-torpor, rock- 
iog bimself to and fro opon bis cbair. 

Meaowbile, withoot intcrmission, the work went on. 

** It*s 00 ose,*' said the assistaot at last, as he straigbtcoed bis 
weary frame aod wiped tbe perspiration from bis brow. " Sbe 
most be dead ; weVe been at it oearly tbree bours now.** 

** Patienee,*' answered tbe doctor. " If nccessary, I sball go 
OQ for foor— or till I drop/* be added. 

Ten minotes more passed. Everybody knew tbat tbe task 
was bopeless, bot stili tbey boped. 

^ Great beavens F' said tbe assistant, presently, starting back 
from tbe body aod pointing at its face. ''Did yoo see tbat f' 

Elittbetb and Mr. Oraoger sprang to tbeir feet, crying» 
"Wbat! wbat r 

^ Sit still, sir,*' said tbe doctor, waving tbem back. Theo 
addretsing his helper, and apeakiog in a constrained voice : ^ I 



thoaglit I uw the riebt eyelïd qaiver, William». Pass tfae bat- 
terj." 

" So did I," ananered Wïltiams, as he obeyeii. 

" Fall power," said ttie doctor, affsin. " It i» 

^He tbock wan appliod lor soma saoei 
Thcn saddcDl; a long shodder nuj np tb* Umlw^ «ad a laid 
■tirred. Next moment tba eycm'wen opased, nd wVk piia 
«od agooy Beatrice drew tbe bat bmüi <^ rotanbig Bh. IW 
mioates more and she had p— ad throimli Um gatat of daatt 
back to the i*arm snd living woild. 

" Let me die," she gasped, Aüntlf . " I eaaaot baar ft." 

"Haah," Bald tho doctor; ** ytm wiH ba better pnaeattj.* 

Ten miontes more pasaed, wban tba doctor aaw bf het «jaa 
that sbe wisbcd to saj somatbiog. Ha baat bis baad HU Ut 
nearly toached ber lips. 

"Dr. Gbarabere," sbe wbispered, "was lie drownedf* 

" No, be is safe ; be faas bwn bronght ronnd." 

Sbe sighed — a lopj;-drawD aigb, half of pün, half of relief. 
Thea sbe spoke agaia : 

" Waa be waabed ashore !" 

" No, DO. Yon saved bis lif& You bad bold of bim wbea 
tbey pulled yon ont, Now drink this and go to sleep." 

She smiled aweelly, bat Mid nothing. Tben ahé drank aa 
mnch of tbe draogbt as she conld, and ahorti j afterwards obeyed 
tbe laat injnnction also, and went to aleep. 

Meanwhile a ramor of this wonderfal recoverj had etcaped 
to witbont the honse — passing from one watcber to tbe other 
tilt at lengtb it reacbed tbe ears of the solitary man cronched 
in the sfaadow of the pines. He heard. and atarting as tbongb 
be bad been shot, ströde to tbe door of tbe Viearage. Here 
bis conrage aeemcd to deaert him, for he besitated. 

"Enock, sqaire, knock, and aak if it is tnie," aaid « woman, 
tbe same who had declared tbat she would bave bogged ber 
hnaband back to life. 

Tbis remark seemed to enconrage bim ; at any rate, be did 
^popk. Presently the door waa opeoed bj Elixabetb. 
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^ Qo away/^ sbe said, in a sharp vóice ; " the house maat be 
kept qoiet.*^ 

** 1 beg jour pardoD, Miss Oranger,'^ said Ibe visitor, in a 
tone of deep bnmiliatioD. *' I only wantod to kno# if it was 
true tbat Miss Beatrice lives." 

'* Wbjy*' said Eliaabetb, witb a start, " is it jrou. Mr. DaWesf 
I am sare I bad no idea. Step into tbe passage and I will sbnt 
tbe door. Tbere ; bow loog bave you been outside f* 
Ob, since tbey brougbt tbem np. But is it true P 
Yes, yes, it is true. Sbe wiil recover now. And yóu have 
stood all tbis time in tbe wet nigbt I ani suro tbat Beatrice 
ought to be flattered.** 

*' Not at all. It seemed so awful, and — I — I take sucb an 
interest — *^ and be broke off. 

** Sucb an interest in Beatrice,'* said Elizabetb, dryly, supply- 
ing tbe biatus. ** Yes, so it seems ;** and suddenly, as tbough 
by chance» sbe moved tbe candle sbe beid in sucb fasbion tbat 
the ligbt feil full upon bis face. It was a slow, heavy counte- 
nance, but not without comeliness. Tbe skin was fresh as a 
cbtld'a ; tbe eyes were large, blue, and mild, and tbe brown bair 
grew in waves tbat many a woman might bave envied. Indeed, 
bad it not been for a short but strongly growing beard it would 
have been easy to believe tbat the countenance was tbat of a 
boy of nineteen rather than of a man over tbirty. Neitber time 
nor care bad drawn a single line upon it ; it told of perfect and 
robnst bealtb, and yet bore the bloom of childbood. It was tbe 
face of a man who might live to a hundred and still look young ; 
nor did tbe form belie it 

Mr. Davies blusbed up to tbe eyes, blusbed like a girl, beneath 
EIiaabeth*8 sharp serutiny. ^ Naturally I take an interest in a 
oeighbor^s fate,*^ be said, in bis slow, dcliberate way. *' Sbe is 
qnita safe, tben T 

'* I believe so,*' answered Elixabetb. 

^^Thank Ood!*' be said, or rather it seemed to break frdm 
bim in a sigb of relief. ** How did tbe — the gentleman. Mr. 
im— «ome to be saved with her f' 



" Hoir shonld I Ldow f' «lie laswered, wiüt « shrag. " 
uved hia Ufe soniehoir— K:lung fast la hitn eren afi«r sbe 
iDsensibltt." 

"It iiver; «onderfal. I never beard of sticli a thi 
is he liber 

" Be ia one of ibe SoMi-lookiDg nes I «mr nw/ 
Etizabeth, always natehing Um. 

" Ah ! Bat fae is marrM, I Mak, IGn GiMptr 

"Oh jeSibeisiiumedtotbadai^teraf M«ri; wjaadi 
married^aud ver; little, I •fcould mj." 

" I don't qaiU Dnderatand, Hm Giwpt'* 

" DoD't JOU f Theo dm joar 070 whea 70a at» Omi !»> 
gether." 

" I sliould Dot see aDytbi^ I an not qat^ Bka jom," W 
added. 

" Hon do yoa mean to get bsclc to the Castle to-nigbt, Ur. 
Daviest You can't row back in tbis wind, tod tbe aeas will be 
washing over the eanscwa;." 

"Oh, I shall manage. I am wet alreadf . Ao eitn dnckiDg 
won't hurt me, aod Fve bad a chaÏD put np to prevent anj- 
body from being washcd away. And now I rontt be going. 
Good-night" 

" Ooodnight, Mr. Davies." 

He hesitated a moment, and then added : 

"Wonldyon — wonld yoa mind telling yoor sistei^-ofeotine 
I mean wben sfae is stronger — that I came to inqnire after 
herf' 

" I tliink that yon can do tbat for yoonelf, Hr. Daries," sbe 
said, «In)09t rooghty. "I meaa it will bo more appredated," 
and sbe tamed npon her heel. 

' Owea Davies ventared no fnrtber lemarks. He feit that 
Elizabeth'a maaner was a little cnishiDg, and he waa afraid of 
her BS well. " I snppose that ahe does not tbink I am good 
cnoogh to pay attenüon to ber sister," he thonght to bïmself 
as he plonged into the night and rain. " Well, sbe is qaite 
rigbt— I ana not fit to black ber boots. O God, I thank thee 
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that thoa bast saved her life — I thank thee — ^I thank thee I" — 
be weDt 00, speaking aloud to the wild night as be made bis 
waj along the clifL '* If she had been dead, I think that I ranst 
have died too. O Ood, I thank thee — I tbank thee !*' 

The idea that Owen Davies, Esq., J.P., D.L., of Bryngelly 
Castley absolote owner of that rising little watoring-place, and 
of the laigest and most prosperoos slate-qnarries in Wales, 
worth in all somewbere bet ween seven and ten thonsand a jear, 
was not fit to black her beautif al sister's boots was not one that 
bad strock Elizabetb Oranger. Had it stmck her, indeed, it 
wonld have moved her to laughter, for Elizabetb had a practi- 
cal mind. 

Wbat did strike her, as she tnmed and watched the rich 
sqnire's stnrdy form vanish tbroiigb the door-waj into the night 
beyond, was a certain sense of wonder. Sapposing that she 
bad nerer seen that sbiver of retaming life mn np Uiose white 
limbs; supposing that thcy had grown colder and colder, till at 
length it was evident that Death was so firmly citadelled within 
the silent heart that no bnman skill coald beat bis empire back f 
Wbat tben ? Owen Davies lovcd her sister : that she kncw and 
bad known for years. Bot woold be not have got over it in 
time? Wonld be not in time have been overpowered by the 
sense of bis own atter loneliness, and given bis hand, if not bis 
beart, to some otber woman f And coold not she who held bis 
hand leam to reach bis beart f And to whom wonld that hand 
have been given — the hand and all that went with it? Wbat 
woman wonld this shy Welsh hermit, without friends or rela> 
tions, have ever been Uirown in with except herself — Elizabetb f 
who loved bim as mach as she coold love anybody — which, per- 
baps, was not very mach ; who, at any rate, desired sorely to 
be bis wife. Woold not all this have come abont if she bad 
never seen that eyelid trcmble and that slight qoiver ron op her 
sister^s limbs f It woald — she knew it woold. 

Elizabetb thooght of it for a moment as she stood in the 
passage, and a cold, bnngry light came into her nentral-tinted 
eyes and ahone npon her pale face. Bot she choked back the 
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tUonght; abe was not wicted eoough to nUIi thai her aister 
had Dot becQ biought back to lifc She ooly spcculated on 
wbat inigbt have hnppcDed if tLïs had come about, just as one 
worts oat a gime of cbess from « given hy pothetical ïitnation 
of the piecea. Perbaps, too, tbe aaoe eod migbt bc gaiued in 
«ome otber way, Perbapa Mr. Daries might slill be «eaoed 
from bis infatnation. Tbe wall «as difficnlt, bat U woiild hare 
to be very difficuli if she coold not find a »aj to climb il, It 
never occnrred to her that thcre might be ao open gate. She 
coald not coaceitc it po&sible ihst a woman might posiürd; 
reject Oven Davies aod his seren or ten Ihouund a jear, and 
tbat woman a person ia ao unsatisfactoiy and uocongeoial, 
aloiost in a nieDi;il position. Reject Brjngellj- Caatic wiih aU 
iU lumry and opportnoitiM of wwltli asd Mantel No; tha 
Bun wonld set in the east befora ndi a thing bappaMd. TW 
plan was to prevent the occasion from atiuDg. Tbs hangrj 
Jigbt died oat of Eliiabetb's face, and abe turocd to enter tl>e 
aick-room, wben suddenly sbe met ber fatber coming onL 

" Wbo «aa tbat at tbe frontF' be asked, carefally doaing 
tbo door. 

" Mr. Dariea, of Bryngelly Castle, fatber." 

"And what did Mr. Davies want at tbis time of nigbtf — to 
koow abont Beatricef' 

" Yes," sbe answcred, slowlj ; "be came to aak after Bea- 
trice ; or, to be more correct, be baa been waiting oatude lor 
tbree bonrs in tbe rain to learn if sbe recovered." 

" Waiting oatside tbreft bonia in tbe raio !" said tbe clergj- 
mao, astonisbed; "Sqaire Dariea standing ontüde tbe boosel 
What forf' 

" Becanse be was so anxions aboot Beatrice, and did not like 
to come in, I auppoae." 

" So anxioDs aboat Beatrice — ab, so anzioos abont Beatrice ! 
Do yoa think, Elizabeth — nm — yon know tbere ia no donbt 
Beatrice is very well faïored, »ery bandsome, tbej say — " 

"I don't think anytbiog abont it, father," she answeied; 
" and aa f or Beatrice's looka, the; are a matter of opinioo. I 
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have 111 ioe. Aod oow doo't yoa thiok we bid better go to 
bed f Tbe doctors tnd Betty are goiog to 8top ap all night 
witb Mr. Bingbam abd Beatrice." 

*'Yes, Eliiabetb» I sappoee tbat we bad better go. I am 
ftore we bave mach to be tbaokfal for to-nigbt Wbat a roer- 
cif d1 deliveraoce ! And if poor Beatrice bad gooe, tbe parisb 
most bave foaod anotber acbool-mistress, and tbat woold bave 
meaDt tbat we lost tbe salary. We bave a great deal to be 
tbankfal for» Elizabetb.'' 

** Yes,"" said Elixabetb, verj deliberately, " we bave."* 



43 BSATBICI. 



CHAPTER VL 

OWXK DAVIKS AT HOMX. 

OwRV Davibs tramped along the cliff with a ligfat hetrt 
The wild lasbiog of the rain «od the roaring of the wind did 
not disturb him ïn the least Thej were disagreeable, bui be 
accepted them» as he acceptcd ezisteoce and all its vanitiet» 
without remark or mental commeDt He was by natnre and 
edocatioD of a strongly and simply religions mind, as he was 
in body powerf ui, placid, and healthy to an exasperating degrce. 
It may be said tbat it is easy to be religious and placid on ten 
thonsand a year, bat Owcn Davies bad not always owned ten 
thoasand a year and one of the most romantic and beautifal 
seats in Wales. From the time be was seventeen, wben bis 
mother's death left him an orphan, till be reached tbe age of 
thirty, some siz years from tbe date of tbe opening of tbis bis- 
tory, be led-about as bard a life as fate could find for any man. 
Some people may have beard of sngar-droo^rs, or sailing-brigs, 
which trade bet ween tbis coantry and tbe West Indies, carrying 
coal outward and sugar home. On board of one of tbese Owen 
Davies worked in various capacities for tbirteen long years. 
He did bis drudgcry well ; bnt be made no friends, and always 
remained tbe same sby, silent, and pious man. Tben snddenly 
a relation died without a will, and he found bimself hcir-at-taw 
to Bryngelly Castle and all its revenues. He expressed no sur- 
prise, and, to all appearance, feit none. He bad never seen bis 
relation, and never dreamcd of tbis romantic devolution of grcat 
estates upon bimself. Bnt be accepted the good fortune as be 
had accepted tbe ill, and said notbing. The only people who 
knew him were bis shipmates, and they could scarcely be held 
to know him. They were acquaintcd with bis appearance and 
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tbe soond of his Toice tod bis method of doing bis doty. 
AIso» tbej were aware tbat, altboogh be oever spoke of relig- 
ioo, be read a cbapter of tbe Bible every eyening and went to 
cborcb wbenever tbey toacbed at a port Bot of bis ioteroal 
self tbey were io total igooraoce. Tbis did not, ho wever» pre- 
vent tbem from propbesjiog tbat Davies was a *' deep ooe,*' 
wbo, DOW that be bad got tbe casb, woold *' bloe it" in a way 
wbicb woold astonisb tbem. 

Bot Davies did not bloe it Tbe news of bis good-fortone 
reacbed bim just as tbo brig, oo wbicb be was going to sail as 
first-roate, was taking in ber cargo for tbe West Indies. He 
bad signed bis contract for tbe voyage, and» to tbe otter astoo- 
isbment of tbe lawyer wbo managed tbe estates, be annoonced 
tbat be sboold carry it oot In vain did tbe man of afEairs 
point oot to his cliënt tbat witb tbe belp of a cbeck of £100 
be coold arrange tbe matter for bim in ten minotes. Mr. Da- 
vies merely replied tbat tbe property coold wait ; be sboold go 
the voyage and tben retire. The lawyer held op bis baods, 
and tben soddenly reroembered tbat tbere are women in tbe 
West Indies, as in otber parts of tbe world. Doobtless bis 
qoeer cliënt bad ao object in bis voyage. As a matter of fact, 
be was totally wrong. Owen Davies bad never intercbanged a 
tender word witb a woman in bis life ; be was a creatore of 
rootine, and it was part of bis rootine to carry oot bis agree- 
meots to tbe letter. Tbat was all. 

As a last resonrce, tbe lawyer soggested tbat Mr. Davies 
sboold make a will. 

'* t do not tbink it necessary,** was tbe slow and measored 
answer. *' Tbe property bas come to me by chance. If I die 
it may as well go to somebody else in tbe same way.*' 

Tbe lawyer stared. ** Very well/' be said ; '* it is againsi 
my advice, bot yoo most please yoorself. Do yoo want any 
money f* 

Owen tboogbt for a moment '' Yes,'' be said, " I tbink I 
sboold üke to bave ten poonds. Tbey are boilding a catbedral 
oot tbere, and I want to sobscribo to it'* 



Tbe lawyer gave him the ten poDDds without a word; be 
wu Btruck speechlesf, and io this condltion be remained for 
som« mioutes afler tbe doof had closed belitod his ctient. 
Then he spraog up, wiib a single ejacniation : "Uad! nudl' 
like bb great-nnde." 

Bnt Owen Davies was oot ia tiia lont oud — «t uy at», bM 
tben; he was only a crutara of habib Ia dn» eoniM^ hb 
agreement fallïlled, be uiled bia brig homa fram tlw Wort b 
dies (for the captain was diowaad ïa s gale). Thsn be (ook s 
second-daas ticket to BiyngeUj, whoa b« bad aavcr baaa Ia 
hia life before, and asked bia waj to tbo GuUo. Ha wai told 
to go to the sea-shore and ha woeld Me it. Ha <Ud to, laaviag 
his sea-cbest bebind bim, iod tben, about two hoadied paOH 
from tbe land, and built npoa a aoUtary moaDtaia of .nek 
meaanring half a tnile or bo ronad tba ban^ ba pafcutad ayak 
niedisval pile of fortiGed buildings with torrets towering tlireo 
bundred feet iato tbe air uid edged witb fire hj the setüog 
snn. He gazed on it nith peipleiity. Coald it be tbat tbU 
eoormous island fortress belooged to bim, and if so, bow on 
eartb did one get to itt Por some little tiroe he «alked up 
and down, wondering, too shy to go to tbe village for iaforma- 
tioD. Meanwbile, thoogli be did not notice her, a well-grown 
girl of abont fifteen, remarkable for her great gray cjea and 
the promtse of ber beautj, was, not without amusement, watob- 
ing bis evident perplexity from a seat beneath a rock. At last 
she rosé, and with tbe confidence of bold 6fteen, walked straight 
up to bim. 

"Do JOU want to get to the Castle, sirf' she asked, io a 
strODg, swcet foice, tbe ecboea of which Owen Davies ne?er ' 
foi^L 

" Yes — oh, I beg your pardon," for now for the ficst time 
be saw that be was talking to a yoaog lady. 

"Tben I am afraid that yon are too late. Mrs. Thomas will 
not show people over after fonr o'clock. Sbe is tbe bonsa- 
keeper, you know," 

" Ab, well, tbe fact is I did Dot come to see over tbe place. 
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I came to lire there. Fm Oweo Davies, aod the place was left 
to me." 

Beatricey for of coane it was she, stared at hiro in amaac- 
menth So tbU was the mysterioas sailor aboot whom there 
had been so mach talk in Bryngelly. 

*'Ohr sbe satd, with emharrassing fraokness. " What an 
odd way to come home I Wel), it is high tide aod yoa will 
have to take a boat I will show yoa where yoa can get one. 
Old Edward will row yoa across for sixpence/' and she led the 
way roaad a corner of the beach to where old Edward sat, 
from early mom to dewy e?e, npon the thwarts of his biggest 
boat, seekiog tbose whom he might row. 

*' Edward/' said the yonag lady, ^ here is the new sqoire, 
ICr. OweD Davies, who wants to be rowed across to the CasUe." 

Edward, a goarled aod twisted specimen of the sailor tribe, 
with small eyes and a face that reminded the observer of one 
of tbose qoaint coantenances on the handlo of a walking-stick, 
stared at her in astonishment, and thon cast a look of saspicion 
on the Tisitor. 

^Ha?e he got papers of Identification aboat him, miss f' he 
askedf in a stage whisper. 

*' I don't know," she answerod, laaghing. " He says he is 
Mr. Owen Davies.** 

^ Well,p*r*aps he is and p*r*aps he ain*t ; anyway, it isn*t my 
afEair, and sizpence is sizpence.*' 

All of this the anfortnnate Mr. Davies overheard, and it did 
not add to his eqaanimity. 

*' Now, sir, if yoa please,** said Edward, stemly, as he palled 
the little boat ap to the edge of the brcakwater. A vision of 
Mrs. Thomas shot into Owen*s mind. If the boatman did not 
believe in him, what chance had he with the hoase-keepert Ho 
wisbed he had broaght the lawyer down with him, and then he 
wisbed that he was back in the sogar brig. 

^ Now, sir,** said Edward, still more stemly, patting down his 
besitation to an impostor*s conscionsness of gnilt 

^üm r said Owen to the joang lady, ^ I beg yonr pardon. 
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I don*t even know joor name, and I êmb rare I have no r^t to 
aak il, liat woald yon mind rowiog acroat with met li wonld 
be 8o kiod of yoa ; you might 'then iotrodoce me U> the hooie- 
keeper." 

Again Beatrice laaghed the merry laogh of girlhood ; ibe 
was too yoong to be consctous of apj impropriety in the ntoa- 
tioTiy and indeed there was nooe. Bat her senae of hnmor toU 
her that it was funny, and she became ponetied with a not Qn- 
nataral cariosity to see the thing out 

" Oh, very well," she said, " I will come." 

The boat was pusbed oflE» aod Tery soon. they rcaehed the 
stone qaay that bordered the harbor of the Caatle, aboat whieh 
a little village of retainers had growo up. Seeing the boat ar- 
rivc, some of these people aaantered oot of the eottagea^ aod 
then, faocying that a visitor had come onder the gnidaoce of 
Miss Granger, to look at the antiqaities of the Castle, which 
was the show-place of tbo neighborhood, saontered back again. 
Then the pair began the zigzag ascent of the rocky moantain, 
till at Jast they stood beneath the mighty mass of building, 
which, although it was hoary with antiqaity, was by no nieans 
lacking in the comforts of modern civilization — the water, for 
iDStance, being brought in pipes laid beneath the sea from a 
vnoontain-top two miles away on the main-land. 

*' IsnH there a view bcre f' said Beatrice, pointing to the vast 
stretch of land and sea. ** I tbink, Mr. Davies, that you have 
the niost beaatiful home in the whole world. Yonr greatrnncle, 
who dicd a ycar ago, spent more than fifty thousand ponnds on 
repairing and refamishing it, they say. He bailt the big draw. 
mg-room there, whcre, if yon look close, yoa will see the stone 
ia a little lightcr; it is fifty-five fect long. Jast think, fifty thoa- 
aand ponnds !" 

" It is a largc saro," said Owen, in an unimaginative sort of 
way, while in his heart he wondered what on earth lio shonld 
do with this white elcphant of a roediaeval castle, and its draw- 
iog-room fifty-five feet long. 

**He doesn't seem mach impressed," thoaght Beatrice to 
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henelf, as she tagged away at tho postern bell ; " I think lie 
most be stapid. He looks stnpid." 

Presentlj the door was opened by an active-looking little old 
womaD with a high voice. 

^ Mn. Thomas," thooght Owen, to himself ; " she is even 
wone than I ezpected." 

. ** Now, yon mast please to go away,** b^^o the forroidable 
hoQse-keeper, in her shrillest koy ; ** it's too late to show visiton 
over. Why, bless os, it*s yoo. Miss Beatrice, with a strange 
man ! What do yoo want f' 

Beatrice looked. at her coropanion as a hint tliat ho shoold 
explain himself, bot he said nothing. 

''This is yoor new sqoirc,** she said, not withoot a ccrtain 
pride. " I foond him wandering aboot the beach. He didn't 
know how to get here, so I brooght him over.** 

** Lord, Miss Beatrice, and how do you know it*s him f* said 
Mrs. Thomas. *' How do yoo know it ain*t a hoose-breaker f* 

** Oh, Fm sore he can't be,*' answered Beatrice, asido, ** be- 
canse he isn't clever enoogli.** 

Then foliowed a long discossion. Mrs. Thomas stootly re- 
fosed to admit the stranger withoot evidcnce of identity, and 
Beatrice, embracing bis caose, as stootly pressed his claims. 
As for the lawfol owner, he made occasional feeble attempts 
io prove that he was himself, bot Mrs. Thomas was not to 
be imposed opon in this way. At last thcy came to a dead- 
lock. 

** Y*d better go back to the inn, sir,** said Mrs. Thomas, with 
acathing sarcasm, "and come op to-morrow with proofs and 
yoor loggagc.** 

" Haven't yoo got any letten with yoo f* soggested Beatrice, 
as a last resoorce. 

As it happened, he had a letter, one from the lawyer to him- 
self aboot the property, and mentioning Mrs. Thomas's name 
as being in charge of the Castle. He had forgotten all aboot 
it, bot at this intercsting jonctore it was prodoced and read 
alood bj Beatrice. Mrs. Thomas took it, and having ezamined 
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it earef ully throogh her horn-rimined ■pectod e ti 
to adinit iU autbenticitj. 

'' Tm sare I apologize, sir,** she aüd, with a half-doobtfol 
coartesy and mach tact, ** bat ooe can*t be too avefdl with all 
these traropseses aboot; I nerer iboold have thought from the 
look of JOU, sir, how as yoa was the new sqaire." 

This might be candid, bat it was oot flattenDg, and it eanaed 
Beatrice to snicker behiod her haodkerehief in titie ichool-giil 
fasbion. However, they entered, and were led by Mrs. Thomaa 
with solemn pomp throogh the great and litüe ha]l% the slone 
parlor and the oak parlor, the library and the hoge drawing- 
room, ïn which the white heads of marble stataei piotitided 
frotn the bags of brown holland wherewith they weie wiaf^ied 
aboQt io a manncr ghastly to behold. At length they reached 
a small octagon-shaped room that, faciog soath, commanded 
a most glorieus view of sea and land. It was called the 
Lady*8 Boudoir, and joined another of about the same üze, 
which in its former owner's time had been ased as a smoking- 
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If you don't mind, madam," said the lord of all this mag- 
nificence, '* I sbould like to stop here. I am getting tired of 
walking." And there he stopped for many years. The rest of 
the Castle was shut op ; he scarcely ever visited it except occa- 
sionally to see that the rooms were properly aircd, for he was a 
methodical man. 

As for Beatrice, she went home, still chackling, to receive a 
severe reproof from Elizabeth for her '' forwardness." Bat 
Owen Davies never forgot the debt of gratitude he owed her. 
In his heart he feit convinccd that had it not been for her he 
should have fled before Mrs. Thomas and her hom-rimmed eye- 
glasses, to return no more. The truth of the matter was, how- 
ever, that young as Beatrice was he feil in love with her then 
aad therc, only to fall deeper and deeper into that drear abyss 
as years went on.^ He never said anything about it, he never 
even gave a hint of'htB hopeless condition, thoagh, of codi^ 
Beatrice divined somethtng of it as soon as she came to y^an 
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of discretioD. Bat there grew, op ïn Owen's sileDt, looelj breast 
a grekt and OTermastering desire to make tbis gray-ejed girl 
his wife. He measored time by the iotervals tbat elapsed be- 
tween bis visions of bor. No period io bis life was so wretcbed 
aod utterly parposeless at tbose two years wbicb passed wbile 
abe was at ber trainiDg college. He was a vcry passivo lover; 
as yet bis gatbering passioo did not ai^e bim to extremes, and 
he conld never make np bis mind to declare it. Tbe box was 
in bis band» but be feared to tbrow tbe dice. 

Bat be drew as near to ber as be dared. Once be gave ber a 
flower — it was wben sbe was seventeen — and awkwardly ex- 
pressed a bope tbat sbe wonld wear it for bis sake. The words 
were not niucb and tbe flower was not mucb, bat tbere was a 
look abont tbe man's eyes, and a snppressed passion and energy 
in bis voice, tbat told tbeir tale to tbe keen-witted girl. Af ter tbis 
he foand tbat sbe avoided bim, and bitterly regretted bis bold- 
ness ; for Beatrice did not like bim in tbat way. To a giri of 
her carions stamp bis weaith was notbing. Sbe did not covet 
wealtb, sbe coveted independence, and bad tbe sense to know 
tbat marriage witb sacb a man woald not bring it ber. A 
cage is a cage, wbetber tbe bars are iron or gold. He bored 
her; sbe despised bim for bis want of intelligence and entei^ 
prise. Tbat a man witb all tbis wealtb and endless opportonity 
sboald waste bis life in sneb fasbion was to ber a tbing intoler- 
able. Sbe knew if sbe bad half bis cbance tbat sbe wonld make 
her name ring from one end of Enrope to tbe otber. In short, 
Beatrice held bim as deeply in con tempt as her sister Elizabetb, 
atndying bim from anotber point of view, held bim in rever- 
ence. And putting aside any bnman predilections, Beatrice 
wonld never have married a man whom sbe despised ; sbe re- 
apectcd berself too mach. 

Owen Daviea saw all tbis as tbrongb a glass darkly» and in 
hia own slow way cast abont for a means of drawing near. He 
diacovered tbat Beatrice was passionately fond of leamiog, and 
also ihat abe had no means to obtain tbe necessary booka. So 
be tbijBw open his library to ber. It was one of tbe best in 
4 
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Wales. He did more. He gave. orders to a London bookiell^ 
to forward him evcrj uevr book of importance that appeared in 
certain classes of litcratare, and all of these he plaoed at lier 
disposai, haviDg first carefully cat the leaves with hia own hand. 
This was a bait sbe conld not reaist She might dread or eren 
dctest Mr. Davies, but she lo?ed bis books, and if ibe qaarrelled 
with him her wcll of knowlcdge woald simply mn drj, for there 
were no circalating librariea at Bryngelly, and if there had been 
she conld not have afforded to sabscribe to them. So sbe re- 
maincd on good terms with him, aod even smiled at bis folile 
aitempts to keep pacc with her studies. Poor man! reading 
did not come Daturaliy to him ; he was mnch better at cutting 
leayes. He studied tbe THmes and certain religioas works» that 
was all. Bat he wrestled manfally with many a detested tome 
in order to be able to say somctbing to Beatrice abont it, and 
tbe worst of it was that Beatrice alwajs saw tbroogh it, and 
showed him that sbe did. It was not kind, perbaps, but youth 
is cruel. 

And so the years wore on, till at length Beatrice knew that a 
crisis was at hand. £ven tbe tardiest and most rctiring lover 
mast come to the point at last, if he is in eamest, and Owen 
Davies was very much in eamest. Of late, to her dismay, he 
had so far come out of bis shell as to allow bimself to be nom- 
inated a member of the school council. Of courise sbe knew 
that this was only to give him more opportunitics of seeing 
her. As a member of the coancil be coold visit the school of 
whicb she was mistress as often as he chose, and indeed he soon 
learned to take a lively interest in village edncation. About 
twice a week be woald come in just as the school was breaking 
up and offer to walk home with her, seeking for a favorable 
opportunity to propose. Hitherto she had always warded off 
this last event, but she knew that it mast happen. Not that 
she was actually afraid of the man bimself ; he was too much 
afraid of her for that What she did fear was the ontburst 
of wrath from her father and sister when they learned that 
she bad refused Owen Davies. It nevcr occurred to her 



OWXV DAVI£S AT HOMX. 



51 



ibMt Elizabeth migbt be plajing a htod of her own in the 
matter. 

Froro all of which it will be clear, if indeed it has not become 
80 alreadj» that Beatrice Granger was a somewhat ill-regnlated 
yoDDg woman, bom to briog troable on herself and all connected 
wtth her. Had she been otberwtse, she wonld have taken her 
good-fortune and marricd Qwen Davies ; in which case her hia- 
torj need nerer ha?e been written. 
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BiFORK Geoffre; Koghun tlropptd off iato s trooUed sleep 
00 that eveotfal aigbt, be learned th*t tbe giri wbo Wd saved 
bis life at the risk and aliiKMt at tba coat of ber OVd nas oat 
of danger, and in bis own and mora reticent wsf bo thanted 
ProfidcDce ai beartily as did Owen Bavivt. Tben b« vreot to 
aleep. 

Wben he awoke, feeling veir nek, mui to rtïff au 
be cotild scarcely more, tbe broad dajUgfat «as 
tbrongh tbe blinds. Tbe place was perfectl; qaiet, for tbe 
doctor's asaistant, nho had brongbt him back to life, and wbo 
Uy npoD ft couch at the fartber end of the room, slept tbe ü- 
lent sleep of yonth and complete eibaastioo. Ooly an eigbt- 
day clock oq tbe mantle-piece ticked in tbat solemn and aggn^ 
sive wey vbich clocks affect in tbe stillnesa. Oeoffrey strained 
bis eyes to make out the time, and finally discovered tbat it 
«anted a few minates to six o'clock: Then be feil to wonder- 
ing how Miss Granger was, and to repeating in bis own miod 
every scène of their adventure, till the last, when they wen 
whirlcd oat of tbc canoe in tbe embiace of tbat white-crested 
billow. Ho remembered nothiog after tbat, nothing bat a 
rusbing connd aod a viaton of foam. He sbaddered a little aa 
be tboogbt of it, for bis nerves were shaken ; it ia oot pleasant 
to have been so veiy near the end and tbe beginning; and 
tben bis beart went ont «ïtb renewed gratitude towards the 
girl wbo bad restored him to life and ligbt and hope. Jast at 
this raomeat be tboaght tbat he beard a soand of sobbing oal- 
üde tbe window. He listened ; tbe sound went on. He tried 
to rise, only to find tbat be was too stiS to manage it. 80, as 
a last resoarce, hc called tbe doctor. 
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" Wliat's the matter T answered that joang gentleman, jump- 
ing np with the alacrity of one accastomed to be saddenïy 
awakened. '* Do joa feel qaeer f' 

" Tea, ratber/' answered Geoffrey ; '' bnt it isn't that There's 
aomebody crying ontside here." 

The doctor pat on his coat, and going to the window, drew 
the blind. 

'' Wby, 8o there is," he said. '' IVs a litUe giri with yellow 
hair and withont a bat." 

'* A liUle girl," answered Geoffrey. '' Wby, it mast be Effie, 
my daaghter. Please let her in." 

" All rigbt Cover yoarself np, and I can do that throagh 
the window ; it isn't five feet from tbc groand." Accordingly 
he opened the window, and addressing the little girl, asked her 
what her name was. 

^ Effie," she sobbed in answer, " Effie Bingbam. Fve come 
to look for daddie." 

'* All rigbt, my dear, don^t cry so ; yoar daddie is bere. Come 
and let me lift yoa in." 

Anotbcr moment and there appeared throagh the open win- 
dow the very sweetcst little face and form that ever a cbild of 
six was blessed with. For the face was pink and white, and in 
it were set two beautifal dark eyes, wbich, contrasting with the 
golden hair, made tbe cbild a sight to see. Bat, alas I jast now 
the cheeks were stained with tears, and ronnd the large dark 
eyes were nngs almost as dark. Nor was tbis all. Tbe little 
dreas was hooked awry, on one tiny foot, all drencbed with' 
dew, there was no boot, and on tbe yellow carls no bat 

"Oh, daddie, daddie," cried tbe cbild, catcbing sight of him 
and straggling to reach her fatber's arms, '* yoa isn't dead, is 
yoa, daddie f" 

*' No, my love, no," answered her fatber, kissing hor. '* Wby 
sboold yoo think that I was dead f Didn*t yoar mother teil 
yoa that I was safe P 

*' Ob, daddie," she answered, " they came and said that yoa 
drownded, and I cried, and wisbed that I was drownded 



54 

toa Theo mother came home «i hrt md mid dMl fOtt 
better, and was croes with roe beouiae I wenl. oi erfuf tmi 
wanted to come to jon. Bat I did go ott apag, I cried 
Qeariy all night, and when it got l^t I did dieei mpéS^ÊÊl 
bot one sboe aod my bat, wbidi I coold nol fiad, aad I got m* 
to look for you." 

^ And bow did yoo find me» my poor fitlle deerr 

''Ob, I beard inotber say yoo was at the YieMi^e^ ao I 
waited till I saw a man, and aaked him wliieli wmy to go^ aad 
be did teil me to walk along the diff tiD I aaw m loog vUle 
boQse, and tben wben be saw that I had oo ahoe he waolad to 
take me boroe, bot I ran away tOl I got hera. Bot the bitoda 
were down, so I did tbink Uiat yoo wera dead. daddae deaf^ 
and I cried till that genUeraao opaned the wiodow.** 

After that €reoffrey set to woik to aeold her for rooomg 
away, bat she did not scem to mind it mneb, for abe sat opon 
the cdge of the coach, her little face resting against bis own, a 
very pretty sight to see. 

*' YoD mast go back to Mrs. Jones, Effie, and teil yonr motb- 
er where yoa have been.^^ 

*' I can\ daddie, We only got one sbóe," sbe answered, poating. 

^'Bat yoa came with only one shoeu" 

'^ Yes, daddie, bat I wanted to come, and I don 't want to go 
back. Teil me bow yoa was drownded." 

He laaghed at her logic and gave way to her, for this HtUe 
daaghter was very near to bis heart — nearer than anything else 
in the world. So be told her bow be was ^ drownded,*' and 
bow a lady bad saved bis life. 

EfBe listened with wide-set eyes, and tben said that abe 
wanted to see the lady. At that moment there came a knock 
at the door, and Mr. Granger entered, accompanicd by Dr. 
Cbambers. 

**How do yoa do, sirPsaid the former. " I mast introdace 
myself, sceing that yoa are not likely to reraember me. Wben 
last I saw yoa yoa lookcd as dead as a beached dog-fish. My 
name's Granger, the Reverend J. Granger, Vicar of Bryngelly, 
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one of the very wont livings on this coasti and that's aajiog a 
great deal." 

'* I am tnre, Mr. Granger, Fm onder a deep debt of gratitado 
to JOU for yoar bospitality, and ander a stiil deeper one to your 
daaghter, bot I hope to thank her peraonally for that" 

^ Never speak of it," said the clergyman. ** Hot water and 
blankets don't cost moch, and yon'il have to pay for tLe brandy 
and the doctor. How is he, doctor f' 

'* He is getting on very weli indeed, Mr. Granger. But I 
dare say you find yoarself rather stiff, Mr. Bingbaiu. I see 
yoar hcad is pretty badly bmised." 

*' Yes," he answered, laaghing, ** and so is my body. Shall I 
be able to go home to-day f' 

** I think so," said the doctor, " but not before this crening. 
Toa had better keep quiet till tben. Yoa will be glad to hear 
that Miss Granger is getting on very well. Hers was a won- 
derfal recovery — the most wonderfui I ever saw ; I had qnite 
given her np, tbough I shonld have kept on the trcatment for 
another hoor. You ought to be very grateful to Miss Granger, 
Mr. Bingham." 

'* I am very grateful," he answered, eamestly. " Shall I be 
able to see her to-day f' 

"Yes, I think so, some time this aftemoon, say at three 
o'dock. Is that yonr little danghterf What a lovely child 
she is ! Well, I will look in again about twelve. All you re* 
qniro to do now is to keep quiet and rub in some amica." 

Abont an hoor afterwards the scrvant-girl brought Gcoffrey 
some breakfast of tea and toast He feit quite hungp^, bot 
when it came to the pinch coold not eat rooch. Effie, wbo 
was starving, made op for the deficiency, however ; she ate all 
the toast and a couple of slices of bread and butter after it 
Scarcely had tbey finished, when her father observed a shade 
of anxiety come upon bis little daoghter's face. 

*" What is it, Effie f' he asked. 

"" I think," replied Effie, in evident trepidation— " I think that 
I did hear mother ootside, aod Anne too." 



" Wdl, dear, iLej Lave oom« U> «aa ato." 
"Yes,and to acold mo beeaoM I na aw^^aad AiaUl 
drew uarer to her fatfaer in a failiioii wbiiA mdd imam miim 
it clear to an; obaerrer that the rdatiou lit) aaiw kar «mI kr 
mother were somewhat stnimd. Effio waa ri^C TltmÊtif 
there vaa n knock at tbe door, and lad; Honoiia «Btan^ 
calm aod palc and elegant as o*er. 81» waa feOowcd 1^ • 
dark-eyed, somewhat iiDpertiDMit4ookiiig FnoA èomm, «bo - 
held np her handa and ejacnlatad "Hon DiaaTaa tb* ip- 
peared. 

" I thoQght so," uid ImAj H^nona, ipeaking ü Fk«iK^ t» 
the bomu. "TLerc ahe ia;" and abe p<üiit0d at tba nuavtj 
Kffie with ber parasol. 

" Mon Dieo !" taid tlio woman again. " Toot roili «da at 
■ooi, qai soïs accablée de peur, et votre chèra mdra aoMi: 0^ 
mais qao c'eat niécbante; et regardez doDC, avec na soalier aeo- 
iement. Maia c'est affrcuï !" 

" Hold yoar tongae,'* aaid GeoSrey, abarplf , " aod lca?c Hlss 
Effie alone. Sbe camc to see me." 

Addc ejacalated " Mon Dieu !" ooce more, aod collapsed. 
" Heally, GeoSrey," said bis nife, "the way jon spoil that 
child is somelhiDg shocking. She ïs as wilfol as can bc, and 
yon mabc ber worse. It is TCry naagbtj of bcr to nin airay 
like tbat, and give us snch a buot. Hov are we to gct bcr 
bome, I wonder, witb only one shoe f" 

Her bnaband bit bis lip, and hia forehead coutracted itself 
above the dark cyea. It waa not the first timo tbat ho and Idd; 
Honona bad come to words about tbe child, with wfaom hia 
wife was not in sympathy. Indeed, sbe had never forgiven 
Effie for appearing in this world at all. I^y Honoria did not 
belong to tliat daas of woinen who tbink malerDity is a joy. 

" Anne," be sfud, " take Mi» Effie and canj her till yoa can 
find a donkey. Sbe can ride back to tbe lodgings." 

The narse mamiared sometbiog in French aboDt the oUld 
being as heavy aa jead. 

" Do aa I bid yoa," be süd, sbarply, ia the same langoi^a. 
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'* £ffie, roy love, give me a kiss and go home. Thaok jon for 
coming to see me.*' 

The child obojed and went Lady Honoria stood and watched 
her gOy tapping her litüe foot apon the floor, and wilh a look 
npoD her cold handsome face that was not altogether agreeable 
to see. 

It had aoroctimes happened that Geoffrey, in the coarse of 
bis married life, returned home with a little of that added fond- 
nesa which absence is fabled to beget On these occasions he 
was commonly so nnfortonate as to find that Lady üonoria be- 
lied the saying, that she greeted him with arrears of g^evances, 
and was, if possible, more frigid than ever. 

Was this to be repeated, now that he had come back froro 
what was so near to being the longest absence of all f It lookcd 
like it He noted symptoms of the rising storra, symptoras 
with which he was bnt too weli acqnainted, and both for hia 
own sake and for hers — for above all thing^ he dreadcd these 
bitter roatriroonial bickerings — tried to think of soroetbing kind 
to say. It mnst be owncd that he did not show much tact in 
the subject he selected, thongh it was one which might ha?e 
stirred the sympathies of soroo woroen. It is so difficnlt always 
to rerocrober that one is dealing with a Lady Honoria. 

•* If ever we have anotber child — " he began, gently. 

** ExcQse me for interrupting yon/' said the lady, with a snav- 
ity which did not, however, convey any idea of the speaker's 
inward peace,' ^' bnt it is a kindness to prevent yon from going 
on in that line. Om darling is ample for me.*' 

** Wel],** said the roiserable Geoffrey, with an effort, '* even if 
yon don*t care mach abont the child yoorself, it is a little nn- 
reasonabie to object becanse she cares for me, and was sorry 
when she thought I was dead. Really, Honoria, soroetimes I 
wonder if yon have any heart at all. Why shonld yon be pat 
oat becanse EflSe got np early to come and see me f an exam- 
ple which I mast admit you did not set her. And as to her 
he added, smiling. 
Yoo may langh aboot her shoe, Oeoffrey," she intermptcd, 
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*' bat 70a foi^t tbat even litüe thiogs lik» tluift ara m» hmifih 
ing matter now to os. Tbe éhild'8 shoe* katp mm ««aki aA 
oigbt sometimes. Defoy has not been paid for I doaPl hmtm 
bow long. I bave a mind to gA htt mboiê; and mId fcaarl ** 

'' Well," broke 10 Geoffrey, refleetiDg tbat bad » «i thi 
eraotional side of tbe qucstioo, it was bettar thaii tlia 
cial— "asto*beartr" 

'' Yoa are scarcely tbe penoa to talk ol iti-that k aB* I 
der bow roacb of joars yoa gave hm f' 

** Really, Honoria !" bc aoswered, aot withooi asjpimaai, and 
bis mind filled with wonder. Was it ppeuble that hia wifis had 
experienced some kind of '* call," and was aboot to 
self witb bis beart one way or tbe otberf If ao, it 
for she bad never sbown tbe sligbtest interest in it baCora» 

*' Yes," sbe went on, rapidly, and with gatherii^ vi 
'* yoa speak aboat yoar beart" — whicb be had not done — ^^and 
yet yoa know as well as I do tbat if I bad been a girl of no po- 
sition yoa would never bave offered me tlie organ on wbieb yoa 
pretend to set so bigh a valuc. Or did yoar beart ran wildly 
away witb yoa, and drag as into love and a cottage — a flat, I 
mean ? If so, / sbould prcfer a little less beart and a litUe more 
common-sense." 

Geoffrcy winced, twice indeed, feeling tliat ber ladysbip bad 
bit bim, as it wcre, witb botb barrels. For, as a matter of fact, 
be bad not began witb aoy passionato devotion ; and, again, 
Lady Honoria and be were now jnst as poor as tboagb tbey 
bad really ma'rried for love. 

'' It is bardly fair to go back on by-gones, and talk like tbis," 
be said, " even if yoar position bad sometbing to do witb it ; 
only at first, of conrse, yoa must remember tbat wben we mar- 
ried mine was not witbont attractions. Two tbousand a year 
to start on, and a baronetcy and eigbt tbonsand a year in tbe 
near fntnre were not — bat I bate talking aboat tbat kind of 
tbing. Wby do yoa force me to it ? Nobody coald know tbat 
ray nncle, who was so anxioas tbat I sboald marry yoa, would 
marry bimself at bis age, and bave a son and beir. It was not 
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my faalt, Honoria. Perbaps joa wouid not have married me 
if yoQ conld ha?e foreseen it'' 

*^yeiy probably noV'she answered, calmly/* and it is oot 
my faolt tbat I have not yet learned to live witb peace of mind 
and comfort on seven bnodred a year. It was bard enoagh to 
ezist oo tif o thoasand till yoor Dncle dïed, and now — " 

** Well, and now, Honoria, if yoo wül only have patience and 
pat op witb tbinga for a little yoa sball be rich enongb ; I will 
roake mooey for yoa, aa mach money as you want. I have roany 
frienda. I have not done so badly at the Bar tb is year.'* 

^Two handred poaods nineteen sbillings and sevenpence, 
minos ninety-seveD poonds rent of cbambers and clerk/' said 
Lady Honoria, witb a disparaging accent on tbe sevcnpence. 

*' I shall dooble it nest year, and don bic tbat again tbe next, 
and so on. I work from rooming till nigbt to get on, tbat yoo 
roay have — what yoo live for," be said, bitterly. 

'* Ah, I shall be sizty bef ore tbat happy day comcs, and want 
nothing bot scandal and a batb-chair. I know tbe Bar and its 
moaning," sho added, witb acid wit '* Yoo drcam, yoo iroagine 
what yoo woold like to come troc, but yoo are deceiving me 
and yoarself. It will be like tbe story of Sir Robert Bingbam's 
property once again. We sball be b^^ars all oor days. I teil 
yoo, 6cK>ffrey, tbat yoa had no rigbt to marry me." 

Then at leog^b ho lost bis temper. Tb is was not tbe first of 
these sccnes — they bad grown freqoent of late, and tbis bitter 
water was constantly dropping. 

''Rightr he said, '* and roay I ask wlmt rigbt yoo bad to 
marry me when you don't even pretend tbat yoo ever cared 
ooe straw for me, bot jast accepted me as yoo woold have ac- 
oepted any other man who was a tolerably good match? I 
grmnt tbat I first thoaght of proposing to yon becaose my on- 
cle wisbed it, bat if I did not love yoo I meant to be a good 
boabaod to yoo, and I woold have loved yoo if yoo woold let 
roe. Bot yoo are cold and selfisb ; yoo looked npon a bns- 
baod merely as a stepping - stone to luxory; yon have nev- 
er loved anybody exoept yoonelf. If I bad died last nigbt I 
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believe tbftt yoa nonld hnre cared more aboat baving to go iato 
monniing than for tfae fact of my disappeitrance fram your 
lift Yoo showed no more feeliog for me when you came in 
than 70a would hare if I had been a straciger — oot so laacL as 
«ome women would liave for a stranger. I wonder sometïmes 
if yoa ba?e any feeling left id yoa at all. I shoutd tbink tbal 
yoa treat me ns yoa do beeuw yon do not eara for m^ lad do 
care for aome other panon, did I Dot know yoa to be «ttaify i»- 
capablo of caring tor «nybody. Do jou vast to duüw mm iMto 
yoa f' 

Geoffrey's lotr, conoentratod Toiee aad «■rMafc lannnr told 
liia Wifc, who «as watching Jiim with ■omething Uk» • tmO» 
apon her clear-cat lipi^ hov daa^y b« waa laovtd. H* ^êA ' 
lost bis self-coDtrol, and «xpoaed faii baart to her—» thitg b» 
rarely did, and that in itself «as a trinmph vhich ihe did not 
wish to parsae at tbe moment Oeoffrey «as not a man to poah 
toofar. 

"If yoa havo qoite finisbed, G«oSray, there is somatfaiag I 
sbonld like to say — " 

"Oh, curso it all!" 

"YesT sbe said, calmly and iDterrogatively, and niade a 
paase ; but as be did not specially apply bis remark to anybody 
or anytbing, she continaed : " If tbese flowera of rbetoric ara 
over, «bat I bave to say is this — that I don't intend to stay in 
tbis horrid place eny longer. I am going to-mortow to my 
brotber Garsington. They ssked as botb, yon may reraember, 
bat for reasons best kno«ii to yonraelf yoa wonld not go." 

" Ton kno« my reasons very «ell, Honoria." 

" I beg yoar pqrdon ; I have not the sligbtest idea «bat they 
«ere," said Lsdy Honoria, «itb conviction. " Hay I bear them T" 

" Well, if yoa «isb to kno«, I will not go to tbe bonso of a 
man «ho bas — «ell, left my clnb as Garsington left it, and who, 
bad it not been for my efforts, «oald bave left it in an even 
more nnpleasant and conspicaons fashion. And faïs wife is 
«one tfaan he is — " 

" I tbiok you are mistaken," she said, coldly, and «itb the 
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air of a person who shuts the door of a room into which sbe 
does DOt wish to look. *' And, aojwaj, it all happeoed years 
ago, and bas blown o?er. Bat I don't see the necessity of dis- 
easriog the aabject farther. I snppose that we shall raeet at 
dinner to-n!ght I thall take the early train to-morrow." 

*' Do what snits yon. Perhaps yon wonld prcfer not retarn- 
ing at all." 

" Thank yon, no. I will nót lay myself open to impntations. 
I shalI retam to yon in London, and will make the best of a 
bad bosiness. Tbaok Heaven, I have leamed bow to bear my 
misfortnnes," and with tbis Parthian shot sbe left the room. 

For a minate or two her husband feit as though he almost 
hated her. Then he thmst bis face into the pillow and groaned. 

^She is right,"he said to himself ; "we mnst make the best 
of a bad business. Bat, soroehow, I seem tobave made a mess 
of my Hfe. And yet I loved her once— for a month or two." 

Tbis was notan agreeablo scène, and it may be said that* Lady 
Honoria was a vulgar person. Bat not even the advantage 
of baving been bronght np "on the knees of marchionesses" 
is a specific against valgarity, if a lady happens, anfortnnately, 
to set her heart — what there is of it — meanly on mean things. 
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CHAPTEB VUL 

KXPLAVATOKT. 

Aboüt two o*doek Otoftmy roie, and, vith won% i^|^ ai- 
sisUnce f rom his reTerood liotti itrogu^ into bit dodiet. 
Then he had laneheon, and while lie did ao Ifr. Gnungor ponrad 
his troables into Geoftey's ijmpatlielie aar. 

'' My father wat a Heiefoidahira fanner. Mr. Bingham,*' ha 
said, '* and I was bred ap to tbat line of life royself. He ^Bd 
wel], my father did, as in those days a carefal man might 
What is more, lie made soroe raoney by cattle-dealing, and I 
think that tamed bis head a little ; any way, he was minded to 
'make a gentleman of me/ as he called iL So when I was 
eighteen I was packed off to belnade a parson of, whether I 
liked it or na Wel], I became a parson, and for four years I 
had a caracy at a town called Kington, in Herefordsbire, not a 
bad sort of ïitUe town — perhaps yoa happen to know it While 
I was tbere my father, who was getting beyond himself, took 
to speculating. He bailt a row of villas at Leoroinster, or at 
least he lent a lawyer the money to baild them, and when they 
were boilt nobody woald hire them. It broke my father; he 
was mincd over those villas. Fve always hated the sight of a 
villa ever since. Mr. Bingliam. And shortly afterwards he died, 
as near bankmptcy as a man*s nose is to his mouth. 

"Af ter that I was offered tbis living — £150 a year it was, 
at the best — and, likc a fooi, I took it. The old parson who 
was here before me left an only daaghter behind him. The 
living had mined him, as it mins me, and» as I say, he left his 
danghtér — my wife that was — behind him, and a pretty good 
bill for dilapidations I had against the estate. Bat there wasn'l 
any estate« so I made the best of a bad business and married 



fltedn^htcr; Md m swed ptcttj woaaan she 
Ycrr like bt Bcaniee» oalj witLoas tke bnios^ I can't nuike 
oot wbcn Boünee*» bniu eooie from, iodccd. for Fm »ie I 
doa*t Kt op for haviaf aaj. Sèe v» velt-born. too^^mj wife 
WM^ of SB old Corakh Cudüt, bot she bad oovhere to go to, 
aad I ikiak the mmied me becBste sbe dkioH knov vbat ebe 
to do^aad v» fond of tbe old pbce. Sbe took roe on vitb iU 
m it wercL Well, il toned ooi pteltj wdL üII soroe eieren 
yetim ago, wbeii oor boj wm boni, tboogb I don*! ihiok we 
erer qoite ondentood eacb other. Sbe nerer got ber beahb 
back after tbat^ aad aereo jean 9go sbe died. I remember it 
wai oa a oigbt wooderfullj like last iiigfal — mist first» tbea 
•tona. Tbe boj died a few jean afterwaids. I tboogbt it 
woold have broken Beatriee*t beart ; sbe's neTer beeo tbe aame 
giri sinoe» bat alwaja foll of qaeer idcas I don't pretend to 
foUow. 

** And as for the life Fre bad of it bere. Mr. Biogbam, jou 
woolda^t beliere it if I was to teil joo. Tbc living it tmall 
enoogbt bat the plaee is at fall of Diatent as a mackerel-boat 
of fith ; and at for getting tbe titbes— weil, I can*t, tbat*8 all. 
If it watn't for a bit of fanning tbat I do — not bat wbat tbe 
prieet are down to notbing — and for wbat the Tisitort give in 
the teason, and for the help of Bcatrice't salary as certificatcd 
niitieti, I thoald have been in the poor-boasc ]ong ago, and 
ahall be yet» I often think. Fve had to take ia a boarder be- 
fore now to roake both endt meet» and thall again, I ezpect 

** And now I mast be off ap to my bit of a farm ; the old tow 
ia dae to litter, and I want to tee bow sbe is getting on. Please 
Qod thell have tbirteen again and do well. 1*11 order the flj 
to be bere at five, thoagh I shall be back before then — tbat it» 
I told Eliabeth to do ta She*t gone out to do some visiting 
for mOf and to tee if the canH get in two ponnds live of tithe 
that't been dae for three montbs. If anybody can get it it's 
Elisabeth. Well, good-bye ; if yon are dull and want to talk 
to Beatrice, the*t ap and in there. I dare say yoaMl snit one 
another. 8he*t a very qaeer girl, Beatrice, qaito bey ond roe with 
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hórideas; and ii ivat a foBQ j thing hor hoiding yoa eo t^^bl — 
bui I sappose Fnmdmoè aixmoged that Oood4i7e lor tlia 
preseot," and thia eariooa ^pedmea of a èfeigjiiiaii TBiiia!Mi|i| 
leaving GeofiErej quite bieathleaa. 

It was half-past two^ aod the doctor had told lam tibal ha 
coald see Miss Giai^^ aft three. He wiabad that it waa thrae^ 
for he was tired of hia own ihooghta aad eompany, and Mte» 
rally anxious to leoew hia acggaiptapce with the atcaoge giil 
wbo had begaa by impreaaiDg him ao deeply, aod endad hy 
saving bis life. Thera waa complete qoiet in the hooae ; BMft 
the maid-of-all-work^ waa employed in the kitohen ; both the 
doctors bad gone, aod Sliiabeth aod her father wera ont» T^- 
day there was no wind; it had blown itaelf away dnring the 
nigbt, and the aight of the sunbeama atreaming throogh the 
Windows made G^ffrey long to be in the open air. He had 
no book at hand to read, and, whenever he tricd to tbink, bis 
roind flew back to that bateful matrimonial qnarrel. 

It was bard on him, be thooght, that he sbould be called 
npon to endore such scènes. He conld no longer disgoiae the 
tmtb from himself — ^be had bnried bis bappiness on bis wed- 
ding-day. Looking back across the years, be well remembered 
bow different a life he bad iroagined for himself. In those 
days he was tired of knocking aboat and of yonthful escapades; 
e^en that kind of social success which mast attend a yonng 
man wbo was bandsome, clever, a good fellow, and blessed with 
large expectations, had, at the age of six-and-twenty, entirely 
lost its attractiveness. Therefore he had tamed no deaf ear to 
bis nncle, Sir Robert Bingham, wbo was then going on for 
seventy, when be snggested that it might be well if Geoffrey 
settled down, and introdnced him to Lady Honoria. Lady 
Honoria was eighteen then, and a beauty of tbe rather tbin bot 
statoesqoe type, which attracts men op to five or six and twenty, 
and then bores, if it does not repel them. Moreover, she was 
clever and well-read^ and pretended to be intellectoally and 
poetically inclined, as ladies not especially favored by ApoHo 
sometimes do — bef ore ihcy marry. Gold she always was; 
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nobodj e?er heard of Ltdy Hoooriastretcbing tho boands of pro- 
priety ; bot he pat this dowD to a swect and becomiog modcsty, 
wbich woold vanisb or be transmuted in iu seasoo. Also sbc 
affccted a charmiDg innoceoce of all vulgar biisincM mattcrs, 
whicb both deceivcd and enchantcd biro. Nevcr bnt once did 
•hc allade to ways and means before marriagc, and thcn it waa 
to aay that sbe was glad tbat thcy thoold bc so poor till dcar 
8ir lU>bert dicd (bo bad proini9<^ to allow thcm fiftcen hnn- 
dfied a yoar^ and tbcy bad sc^cn more bctwecn thcm), as tbis 
woald enable tbem to sce so mach more of eacb otlier. 

At Uut caroc tbe happy day, and this white virgin soul pass- 
ed into bis keeping. For a week or so tbings went fiiiriy well, 
aod tbcn disencbantmcnt began. He Icamcd by slow bnt snro 
dc^rrecs that bis wife was vain, selfish, and extravagant, and, 
worst of all, tbat sbe cared very little aboat bim. Tbe first 
shock was wben he accidcntally discovcred, foor or fivo days aftcr 
marriage, that llonoria was intimately acquaintcd witli evcry 
detail of Sir Robcrt Bingbam*s property, and, yonng as sbo 
waa, bad already forraed a sehcmc to makc it more productive 
after tbc old man*s deatb. 

They went to live io London, and tbcre be foand that Lady 
Honoria, althoagb by far too eold and pradcnt a woman to do 
anytbing tbat conld bring a brcath of scandal on her name, was 
as fond of adroiration as sbo was beartless. It scemed to bim 
tliat he eoold nerer bc frce from the collcction of yonng men 
who hang abont her skirts. Soroe of thcm were very good fel- 
lows» wbom be liked cxceedingly ; ncvertheless, on tbc wbole hc 
woold bave preferrcd to remain nnmarricd and associate witli 
tbem at the clob. Also, tbc continual roiind of society and 
going out broagbt beavier expcnscs on bim tban bc conld well 
aopport. And thus, little by little, poor Gcoffrey*s dream of 
matrimonial bliss faded into tb in air. But, fortunatcly for 
bimself, bc posscssed a certain sbarc of logic and swect reason- 
ablcness. In time be learned to sce tbat tbc fault was not 
altogether witb bis wife, who was by no mcans a bad sort of 
woman in her dcgrcc. But her dcgreo diffcred from bis dcgrec 
5 
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civilizcd agc and class. Those primitivc p 
on wbich her bnsband bad relied to mak< 
tbeir married life siroply did not exist for 
had been bred and educated ont of bcr ; foi 
tbey have been foond inconvenient and disqii 
woman. As for tbe old virtues, such as lo 
the ordinarj roand of domestic datj, thej 
On tbe wbole, tboogh sharp of tongne, shc r 
per, for her vices, like her virtaes, were of a : 
order ; bat tbe fary wbich seized bcr whcn s 
tain that she was to become a mother was a 
fortanatc busband never forgot, and nevcr wi 
At lengtb the child was bom — a fact for ' 
least, was vcry thankfal. 

" Take it away. I .do not want to sec it T' s 
to the scandaüzcd nurse, when the littlc crci 
to bcr, wrapped in its long robes. 

" Give it to me, nnrse — I do," said her bas 
From that moment he gave all tbc pent-t 
bmiscd sonl to tbis little danghter, and as t 
tbey grew very dear to each otber. But a 
strong-hcarted, able-bodicd man cannot take a 
panion of bis existcnce. Probabiy Crcoffrey ' 
tbis out in time, and would bave drifted in 
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his ezpoetations ranished at ooe feil swoop. Ho polled bitn- 
self togctber, however, as a bravc-beartcd man does onder socli 
a sbock, and goiog to bis wife, be explained Xo bcr tbat be most 
DOW work for bis living, b^j^ng bcr to break down tbe barricr 
tbat was between tbero, and give biin bcr syinpatby and help. 
Slie raet bim witb tears and reproacbcs. Tbc one tbing tbat 
toachcd ber keenlj, tbc one tbing tbat sbc feared and batcd, was 
povertj, and all tbat povertj mcans to womcn of ber rank and 
natore. But tbcre was no bclp for it; tbc cbamning bonsc in 
Bolton Street bad to be givcn op, and porgatory most bc faced^ 
In a flat, near tbe Edgware Road. Lady Ilonoria was miscr- 
ablc ; indeed, bad it not been tliat fortonately for bcrsclf sbo 
bad plenty of relations more or less grand, wbom sbo coold go 
and f isit for weeks and eren montbs at a stretcb, sbe coold 
scarcely bave endored ber altercd lifc. 

Bot, strangely cnoogb, GeoflFrcy soon foond tbat bc was bap- 
picr tban be bad been sincc bis marriage. To b^n witb, be 
set to work likc a man, and work is a great soorcc of bappiness 
to all f igorons-mindod folk. It is not, it is troe, a particolarly 
lifely occapation to pass endless days in banging aboot law 
coorta among a crowd of onbriefed juniors, and many nights 
in reading op tbe law one bas forgottcn, and tbrcading tbc 
mazy intricacies of tbe Judicaturc Act. But it bappened tbat 
hift fatber, a yoongcr brotber of Sir Robert*s, bad been a so- 
licitor, and tboogb be was dead, and all direct interest witb 
lbo firm was severed, yet anotber onclc rcmnined in it, and tbc 
partoen did not forget Greoffrey in bis difficulties. Tbcy sent 
him wbat work tbey coold witboot offending tbeir standing 
coonsol, and be did it well. Tben by degrces bc got qnite a 
large general practice of tbe kind known as dcviling. Now, 
tbere are few tbings more onsatisfactory tlian doing anotber 
man's work for noUiing ; bot cvery case fougbt is knowledge 
gained, and wbat is more, it is advertisemcnt So it came to 
pass tbat, witbin less tban two ycars from tbc date of bis 
money roiafortanes,€koffrey Bingbam*s dark bandsoroe face and 
square strong form became very well known in tbc coorts. 
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'' WImlVb that miiii*s namer aid ooe wdl*kiioini Q. G to «L 
otber 8tJH luore wcll knowOy as Uiey Mt waittng for thdr dbops 
in the Bar grill-room, and aaw G^offrey, hts wig pnahed tadc 
from his forcbead, stridiüg throogh tlie dooi^way on tbe ImI 
daj of the sitting whieh preoeded the commeiiceineiit of ihit 
history. 

*' Biogham,*' answered tbe otber. ^ He*s önly begon to fnno* 
tisc lately, bui be'U be at tbe top of tbe tree before be baa 
done. He married Teiy well, yoo know — okl GarBiiq;ton*8 
dangbtcr, a cbarroing woman, and bandeonie too.** 

'' He looks liko it,** gmnted the fint ; and, as a roatter of te^ 
sneb was tbe general opinion. 

For, as Bcatrice bad siud, Oeoftey Binghain was a mam 
wbo bad saccess written on bis forebead. It wonld bare beeft 
almost impossible for him to fai) in wbatever be oodcrtook. 
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CUAPTER IX. 

WHAT BBATSICB DRXAMBD. 

Gboffrst lay opon hit back, watching tbe stil] patch of tan- 
tliioe aod listeoiog to the ticking of the clock as hc passed all 
these aod niany other ereots io solemn rer iew, till tlie series 
colmioaled io his Tivid recollections of the scènes of that very 
morning. 

^ Tm sick of it,** he said at last alood, ^ sick and tired. She 
makcs roj lifo wretched. If it wasn*t for Effic, apon mj word, 
Vd — Bj Jove ! it's three o*clock ; Til go and see Miss Graogcr. 
Sbe*s a woman, oot a female ghost, at anv ra te, thougli she is a 
frcetbioker — which," he added, as hc slowlj stniggled off the 
cooch, ** is a rery foolish thing to be/* 

Venr sliakilj, for he was sadlj koockcd aboot, lic hobbled 
down the long, narrow room, and throogli tbc door, which was 
ajar. The opposite door was also set half open. IJe knocked 
softlj, and gcttiog no aoswcr, pushcd it widc and looked in, 
thinking that ho had, perhaps, made some mistake as to tho 
room. On a sofa, placed aboot two-tliirds down its length, lay 
Beatrice asiccp. She was wrapped in a kind of dressing-gown 
of some simple blae stoff, and all abont lier brcast and shonl- 
dert strcaraed her lovely, curling hair. Her swect face was tow- 
ards hiro, its pallor reliered only by tbc long shadow of the dark 
lasbes and the bent bow of tlio lips. One white wrist and hand 
hang down almost to the floor, and bencath tbc spread ctirtaio 
of the sanlit hair her bosom heavcd softly in her sleep. She 
looked so wondrously beaotifol in lier rest that ho stopped ai- 
roost awed, aod gazed and gazed again, fceltng as thongh a pres- 
ent scose and power wero stilling bis bcart to silence. It is 
dangerous to look apon such quiet lovcliness, and rcry danger- 
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OQs to feel that prenore al tbe lieart A tnily wiae niaii, tmi- 
ing it, woold have fled, knowiog tbat aeed aown in aaeh «Icupga 
maj Uro to bloom opon a bitter day, and ahed thetr fnul ii^ 
tbe waters of desoUttion. Bot GeoA^j waa not wiao — «lio 
woald have beeof He still atood and gaaed tUl the aiglit 
stamped itself so deeply on tbe tableta of bis beart tbat tbioii|^ 
all tbe years to eome no beata of pastton, no froate ol donbl» 
and no sense of losa eonld ever dnll ita memory. 

Tbe silent son shone on, tbe ailent woman slept, and in ntenea 
tbe watcber gaxcd. Aa be looked a great fear, a pvescienoe of 
cvil tbat sbould come, entered into bim and took poaaessioa 9t 
bim. A cloud withont croaBed tbe ray of sonligbt and toroecl 
it It warcred ; for a seeond it reated on bis bieast, fhabed 
back to bers, tbeo went ont; and aa it flasbed and died be 
seemcd to know tbat bcncefortb» for lifc till deatb — ^ay, and be> 
yond, bis fate and tbat sleeping woman^s werc one fatc. It was 
bat a niomentary knowledge ; tbe fear sbook bim, and was gone 
aloaost before be understood its foolisbness. Bnt it bad been 
witb bim, and in after-days bc remembered it 

Jast tben sbo awokc, opening ber gray ejcs. Thcir drcamy 
glance feel npon bim, looking tbrougb bim and beyond bim 
ratber tban at bim. Tbcn sbe raised berself a littlc, and stretcb- 
ing ont botb ber arms towards bim spoke alond. 

'* So yoa bave come back to me at last," sbe said. " I knew 
tbat yon would come, and I bave waited." 

He made no answer, be did not know wbat to say ; indeed, 
be b^an to tbink that be mast be drcaming bimsclf. For a 
little wbile sbe still looked at bim in the sanie absent manner, 
tben saddenly started up, tbe red blood streaming to ber brow. 

" Wby, Mr. Bingbam,*' sbe said, " is it really you ? Wbat 
was it tbat I said ? Ob, pray forgivc me, w bate ver it was. I 
bave been aslecp, dreaming sucb a carioas dream, and talking 
in ray sleep." 

" Do not alarm yourself. Miss Granger," be answcred, recov- 
eripg bimself witb a jerk; "yoa did not say anytbing drcadfal, 
only tbat you wcrc glad to sec roe. Wbat wcre yoa drcaming 
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abootf* Sbe looked at bim doobtfollj; periiups his words 
did not lïog qaite tnie. 

** I Uiink tliat I liad bettcr tdl joo, as I bare said so macb,** 
•be aoswered. ^ Besides, it was a verj corioos dream, and if I 
liad bdieved in dreams it woald ratber f rigbten roe, only, forta- 
natelj, I do not Sit down and I «ill teJl it to yoa beforc I 
foiget iL It is not vcry long.** 

lle took tbe cbair to wbicb sbe pointed and sbe began, 
speaking in tbe voice of one jet buien witb tbe memories of 
sleep: 

** I drcaroed tbat I stood in spaee. Far to nij rigbt was a 
great globe of ligbt, and to ray left was anotber globe, and I 
knew tliat tbe globes wero named Life and Dcatb. From tbe 
globe on tbc rigbt to tlic globe on tbe left, and back again, a 
golden sbuttle, in wbicb two flaming eycs were set, was sbot 
continoally, and I knew also tbat tliis was the sbattlc of Des- 
tiny weavtng tbe web of Fate. Prescntly tbc sbuttle flew, 
learing bebind it a long, silrer tbrcad, and tbc eyes in tbe sbut- 
tle were sneb as yonr eye& Again tbe sbattle sped througb 
f^pace, and tbts time its eyes were likc roy cyes, and tbc tbrcad 
it left bebind it was twisted from a woman*s hair. Ilalf way 
bet ween tbc globes of Life and Dcatb my tbrcad of tife was 
broken, bat tbe sbottle fiew on and vanisbcd, For a moment 
the tbread bang in air; tbcn a wind rosé and bicw it,so tbat 
it floated away likc a spidcr^s web, till it strock npon yonr sil- 
ver tbrcad of life and l>cgan to twist ronnd and roand it As 
it twisted it grcw largcr and bcavier, till at last it was tliick as 
a great tresa of bair, and tbc silvcr line bent bencath tbc weigbt 
so tbat I saw it mast soon break. Tlien, whilo I wonderod 
wbat woald happen, a wbite band bolding a knife slid slowly 
down tbe silrer line, and witb tbe knife se^'cred tbc wnippiogs 
of woman*s hair, wbicb feil and floated slowly away, likc a litUe 
clond toncbed witb sunligbt, till thcy wcro tost in darknesa. 
Bnt tbe tbread of silrer tbat was yotir line of life sprang np 
qniTering and making a sonnd likc sigbs, till at last it sigbcd it- 
•elf to silence. 
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''TheQ I seeroed to aieep^Mid whtn I woke I wis ÊOÊ&ig 
npon SQch a roisty aea as we saw last nigbt I had loslaU sighi 
of land, sDd I coold Dot remeinber wbat tlie stars wevs lihs^ nor 
how I had beeo taoght to stoer, nor onderstand wbere I asnal 
go. I called to the sea,and asked it of the standend the se» 
answercd roe tb os : 

'' ' Hope bas rent her ndment, and the stars are set' 

" I called sgaio and asked of the land where I shonU go^ wmi 
tbe laod did not answer, bat the sea answered me a seeond tune : 

'* 'Cbild of tbe mist wander in the raist^ and in daikness asA 
f or ligbt* 

"Theo I wept beeaose Hope had rent her starry gamenl 
and in darkness I mnst seek for light And while I still wept 
you rose ont of tbe sea and sat before me in the boat I had 
ncver seen joo before, and still I feit tbat I bad known 70a al- 
ways. You did not speak, and I did not speak, bat you lookod 
into my heart and saw its troublc. Tben I looked into yonr 
heart and read wbat was written. And tbis was written : 

*' ' Woman wbom I knew before the Past b^an, and whom I 
sball koow wben tbe Fatore is ended, why do y oo weep f 

*' And roy beart answered, ' I weep becaase I ara lost npon 
the waters of tbe eartb, becaase Hope bas rent ber starry robes, 
and in everlasting darkness I must seek for ligbt tbat is not.' 
Tben yoor beart said, '/ will show yoo ligbt,' and bending for- 
ward yon tonchcd roe on tbe brcast. 

*' And snddenly an agony sbook me likc tbe agonies of birth 
and dcatb, and tbe sky was full of grcat winged angels wbo 
rolled op tbc mist as a clotb, and drew veils from tbe eycs of 
Nigbt, and tlicre, ber feet upon tbe globe, and her star-set head 
piercing tbe firmament of beaven, stood Hope brcatbÏRg peace 
and beaaty. Sbe looked nortb and soutb and east and west, 
tben sbe looked opward tbroogb the arcbing vaolts of beaven, 
and wherever sbe set ber cyes, brigbt witb boly tears, tbe dark- 
ness sbrivelled and sorrow ceased, and from corraption arosc 
tbe Incorrnptible. I gazed and worsbipped, and as I did so 
agaio tbe sea spoke nnqncstioned : 
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'* * In darkoeas thoa bast found Hgbt, in Death scck for wiV 
dom.' 

"Tlicn ODce more Uopc rent her starrj robes, and tbe an. 
gels drew down a veil over tbe eyes of Nigbt, and tbc sea 
swallowed me, and I sank till I reacbed tbe decp foundations 
of mortal death. And tbcre in tbe Halls of Deatb I sat for 
agea upon ages, till at last I saw jou come, and on jonr lips 
was tbe word of wisdom tbat makes all tbings clear, bot wbat 
it was I caoDot remember. Tben I strctcbcd ont mj band to 
greet yoa, and woke ; and tbat is all my dream.'* 

Sbe ceased, ber graj ejes set wide, as thougb tbcy still strovo 
to tracé tbeir spiritual vision upon tbe air of carth, ber breast 
beaving» and her lips apart 

**Great UcavenPbo said/* wbat nn iinagination you must 
have to dream sneb a drcam as tbat !" 

" Imagiuation !*^ sbe answcrcd, retnrning to ber natura! man- 
ner. *' I ba%*e none. Mr. Bingbam. I used to bave, but I lost 
it wben I lost — cverjtbing clse. Can you interpret my dream ) 
Of course yoa cannot; it is notbing but nonscnse — sucb stuff 
as dreams are made of, tbat is all.*' 

** It may be nonsensc, but it is beautiful nonscnse/' be an- 
swered. "I wish ladies bad more of sneb stuff to givc tbe 
worid." 

" Ah, wcll, dreams may bc wiser tban wakings, and nonsensc 
tban leamed talk, for all wc know. But tberc*A an end of it. 
I don't know vfhy I rcpeated it to you. I am sorry I did re- 
peat it, but it scemed so real it sbook me out of myself. Tb is 
is wbat comes of breaking in upon tbe routine of life by being 
tbree-parts drowned. One finds queer tbings at tbc bottom of 
tbe 8ca, yon know. By-tbe-way, I hope tbat you are recover- 
ing. I do not tliink tbat you will care to go canoeing agaio 
with me. Mr. Bingbam.*' 

Therc was an opening for a compliment berc, but Geoffrcy 
feit that it would bc too mucb in carncst if spoken, so be re- 
sisted tbe tcmptation. 
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'' What, Miss Giaiigw»*' he aaid, ** thoidd a man tay to 1^ lad^ 
wbo bat last nigfat sared kis lii% at the risk — ^indaed, abadat al 
the cost — of her own f* 

'* It was notbiog,*' she answered, eolorii^; ^ I elnng %o yoo, 
tbat was all, more by instinct than from any motiTe. I tUak 
I had a vagae idea that yon laight lloat aod sapport me.** 

'* Miss Granger, tlie oocaston la too aerioiis for polite fiba» I 
know bow yoa savedi my lifé. I do not know bow to Aank 
yoQ for it" 

'' TbcQ don't tliank me ai all. Mr. Blngbam. Wby aboidd 
yoa tbank me f I ooiy did wLat I was boaod to dou I woaM 
f ar rather die than desert a oompanioa ia distrees of aay aoft; 
we all mast die, but it woald be dreadfal to die asduuaed. Toa 
know wbat tbey say, tbat if yoa save a porson from drowning 
yoa will do tbera an injory aftcrwards. That's bow tbey pat 
it bere ; in some parts tbc saying is the otber way aboot, bat I 
am not likely ever to do yoa an injury, so it does not make me 
nabappy. It was an awf al experience : yoa were senselessi so 
yoa cannot know bow strange it feit lying npon tbc slippery 
rock, and seeing tbose great wbite waves rush apon ns throagb 
tbe glooro, witb notbing bat tbe niglit above and tbc sea aroand 
and death betwecn the two. I have been lonely for many years, 
bnt I do not tbink that I ever qaite understood wbat londiness 
really meant beforc Yoa see," sbe added, by way of an after- 
thongbty " I tbougbt tbat yoa were dcad, and tbere is not mach 
company in a corpse." 

''Well,*' be said, "one tbing is, it woald have been lonelier 
if we bad gone." 

'' Do yoa tbink so f' she answered, looking at bim inqair- 
ingly. " I don*t qnito see bow yoa make tbat oat If yoa 
belicve in wbat we have been taaght, as I tbink yoa do, where- 
ever it was yoa foand yoarself tbere woald be plenty of com- 
pany, and if, likc me, yoa do not believe anytbing, wby, tben, 
yoa wonld bave slept-, and sleep asks for nothing." 

^'Did yoa believe in notbing wben yoa lay npon tbe rock 
waiting to be drowned. Miss Granger f' 
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"NothiogTshe answered; ^only weak pcoplc find revela- 
tion io tbc extremities of fear. If rerclation comcs at al!, sure- 
]j it must bc bom in tbc beart and not in tbe senses. I bo- 
lieved in notbing, and I dreadcd notbing, cxcept the agony of 
deatb. Wby sbould I be afraid ? Sopposing tbat I am mis- 
taken, and tbere is sometbing beyond, is it my faalt tbat I can- 
not bclicvef What have I done tbat I sbonld be afraid? I 
havo never barmcd anybody tbat I know of, and if I could be- 
licvo I woald. I wish I bad dicd," sbe went on passionately ; 
'* it woald all be over now. I am tired of tbe world, tired of 
work and bclplcssness, and all tbe little worries wbich wcar one 
oot I am not wantcd bere ; I have notbing to Itvc for, and I 
wUb tbat I had dicd r 

^Some day you wilt tbink diffcrently. Miss Granger. Tbcro 
are many tbings tbat a woman like yoursclf can live for — ^at 
tbc least tbere is yoar work." 

Sbe laoghed drearily. 

^My work! If yoa only knew wbat it is ükc you wonld 
not talk to roe about it. Every day I roll my stono up tbe 
bill, and every nigbt it seems to roll down agntn. But you 
bavo never tauglit in a villago school. How can you know f 
I work all day, and in tbe even ing, perhaps, have to mend the 
tabic-cloths, or — wbat do you tbink? — writc my fathcr*s ser- 
moos. It sounds curious, does it not, tbat I sbould write ser- 
moQs? But I do. I wrote tbc one be is going to preacb next 
Sanday. It makes very little dtffcrence to bim what it is so long 
as ho can rcad it, and of courso I ncvcr say anything whicb 
cao offend anybody, and I do not tbink tbat tbcy listen much. 
Very few people go to cburch in Bryngelly.** 

" Doa*t you ever get any time to yoursclf, then f* 

** Ob yes, sonictimcs I do, and tlicn I go out in my canoe, or 
ready and am almost happy. Aftcr all. Mr. Bingham, it is very 
wrong and ungrateful of me to spcak like this. I have more 
•dvantages tban ninc-tentbs of the world, and I ougbt to make 
tbc best of tbem. I don't know wby I have been speaking as 
I bave, and to you, wbom I never saw till ycsterday. I ncvcr 
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did it bcfore to any living sool, I attore 700. It is jost like 
tbe story of the man who eame bere last year with the dirin* 
ing-rod. There is a cottage down on the diff — it beloi^ to 
Mr. Davies, who lives in the Caatle. Wdl, thej bave no drink- 
ing-water near, aod the new tenant made a great f oss abont it» 
So Mr. Davies got men, and they dng and dng, and spent no 
end of money, but be eonld not eome to water. At last the 
tenant fctcbed ao old man from some parish a long way ol^ 
who said that ho eonld find water with a divining-rod. He 
was a corions old man with a emtch, and be eame with bb 
rod, and hobbled abont till at last tbe rod twitcbed jast at the 
tenant's back door — at least tbe diviner said it did. At any 
rate, they dag there, and in ten minntes stmck a spring ot 
water, wbich babbled np so strongly that it msbed into tbe 
hoose and flooded ÏU And what do you think? After all, the 
water was bracktsh. Yoa are tbc man with the divining-rod, 
Mr. Bingham, and yoa have made me talk a great deal too 
much, and after all, yoa see, it is not nice talk. You mast 
think me a very disagreeablc and wicked young woman, and I 
dare say I am. But somehow it is a relief to open one*s mind. 
I do hope, Mr. Bingham, that you will see — in short, that yoa 
will not misunderstand me.*' 

"Miss Grangcr/' he answered, "there is bctwecn ns that 
which will always entitle ns to mutnal respect and confidence 
— the link of life and death. Had it not been for yon, I 
shonld not sit herc to listen to your confidence to-day. Yoa 
may teil me that a mere natnral impulse prompted you to do 
what you did. I know better. It was your will that tri- 
amphed over your natural impulse towards self-preservation. 
Well, I will say do more about it, except this: if ever a man 
was bound to woman by ties of gratitudc and respect, I am 
bound to yon. You need not fear that I sliall take advantage 
of or roisinterpret your confidence." Ifere he rosé and stood 
before her, his dark, handsome face bowed in proud humility. 
" Miss Granger, I look upon it as an honor done to me by one 
wboro henceforth I must reverence among all women. The life 
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yoo gftve back to me, and the iotelHgence wbich directs it, is in 
dnty bonnd to yoo, and I sball not forget tbc debu" 

She listened to bis words, spoken in tbat dccp aud earnest 
voiee wbich aftenrards became so familiar to her Majesty's 
jodges and to Pariiament — listened with a new sensc of pleaa^ 
nre rising in her bearL She was tbis man's cqaa] ; what be 
eoold dare sbe eonld dare; wbere be coald climb she could fol- 
low — ay, and if need be, show tbe patb— aod sbe feit tbat be ac- 
knowledged it In hu sigbt sbe was soroetbing more tban a band- 
•ome giri, to be admired and deferred to for ber beauty's sake. 
He had placed ber on anotber leve! — one, perbaps, tbat few 
women wonld bavo wisbed to occopy. But Beatricc was tbank- 
ful to binu It was tbe first taste of suprcniacy tbat sbe bad 
crer known. 

It is aomctbing to stir tbe prond bcart of sacb a woman as 
Bcatrice in tbat moment wben for tbc first time sbe feels ber- 
aelf a conqneror, Tictorions, not tbrongb tbe vulp^r advantage of 
ber sex, not by tbe snbmission of man*s coarscr sense, bat ratbcr 
by tbe orerbalancing wcigbt of mind. 

** Do yon know,** sbe said, snddcniy looking op, ^* jon make 
me very prond,** and sbe strctcbcd oat ber band to htm. 

He took it, and, bonding, toacbed it witb bis lips. Tbcre 
was no possibility of misinterpreting tlie action, and tbongb 
ahe eolored a litüe — for, till tben, no man bad even kisscd tbe 
tip of ber finger — sbe did not misinterpret it It was an act 
of homagc, and tbat was all. 

And so tbey sealed tbe compact of tbeir perfect friendsliip 
forever and a dar. 

Tben came a moment^s sticnce. It was Geoffrcy wbo brokc it 
** Miss Orangcr," be said, " wiil yon nllow me to prcacb yon 
n lectnre — a very sbort onc f* 
Go on,*^ sbe said. 

Very well. Do not blame me if yoa don't like it, and do 
not set me down as a prig, tbongb I am going to teil you yonr 
fanlts as I read tbem in yoor own word^ You are prood and 
ambitions, and tbe cramped linea in wbich yoo. hre forced to 
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lire seem to straogle joo. Ton bare suffered^ und hare nol 
Icarned tbc lessoQ of saffering — hamUity, Toa ha? o Mt jout- 
8elf op against Fate, and Fate aweepa yoa aloog like spray spon 
the gale, yet joa go uowUÜDgly. In yoar impatieooe yoa have 
flowD to learniog for refnge, and it haa eompleted your over- 
tbrow, for it bas indaced yoa to rejeet as non-existent all tbal 
yoo caooot understaad. Becaaae yoar finite mind caonot aeareh 
iofinity,becanse no answerhas coma to all yoar pray era» bccaase 
yen see misery aod eanaot rcad its parpoae, beöiase yoa soffer 
and bavc not found resty yoa bave aaid tbere ia nanght bat 
cbance, and become an atheiaty as many bave done before yoa. 
Is it not trne f' 

*' Go on/' sbc answeredy bowing ber bead to ber breast ao 
tbat the long rippling bair almost bid ber face. 

** It scems a little odd," bo said, iritb a sbort langb, " tbat I, 
witb all my imperfections beaped npon roe, sbonld presame to 
preacb to yoa ; bat voa wiil know best bow near or bow far I 
am from the trutü. So I want to say tbisi. I bave livcd for 
tbirty-five ycars, and seen a good deal, and tried to learn from 
it, and I know tbis : in tbc long-run, nnless we of our own act 
pnt away tbe opportnnity, tbe world gi?es ns onr dae, wbicb 
gcnerally is not niacb. So mocb for tbings temporal. If jou 
are fit to rule, in time yon will mie ; if yon do not, tben be 
content and acknowledge your own incapacity. And as for 
tbings spiritual, I am sure of tbis — tbongh of conrse one does 
not like to talk mucb of tbese mattcrs — if yon only seek for 
tbem long enongb, in soroe sbape yoa will find them, thongb 
tbe sbape may not be tbat wbicb is gcnerally recognizcd by 
any particular religton. But to build a wall deliberately bc- 
tween one*s self and tbe unseen, and tben complain tbat the 
way is barred, is simply cbildisb." 

^' And what if one^s wall is built. Mr. Bingbara f' 

" Most of ns bave done something in tbat line at different 
iimes," be answered, '' and foond a way ronnd it/' 

''And if it stretcbes from horizon to borizon, and is higber 
tban tbe clonds, what tben f' 
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"Tben yoa mnst find wings and fly over it." 

*'And wbere can any earthly woman find tbose spiritual 
wiogsf* she asked, and then saok her head still dccper on hor 
breast to cover her confosion. For she remcmbered tbat she 
had heard of iranderers in the dasky gproves of human passion ; 
yes, even Mienad wandcrers» who had suddenly como face to 
faco with their own soul ; and that the crue) pa tbs of earthly 
k>ve may yet lead the feet which tread them to tbc ivory gatcs 
of heaven. 

Aod rcmembering these beantiful myths, though she had no 
eiperience of love, and know little of its ways, Beatrice grcw 
taddenly silent Nor did Geoffrey givc her an answer, though 
he need scarcely have feared to do so. For wcrc tiiey not dis- 
coaaiog a pnrely abstract question ! 
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CHAFTBR X. 

LADT HOVOEXA MAKBS ABRAVOBMBim. 

• 

In anotber moment somebody ODterod the room; it 
Elizabetb. Sbe liad letaraed from her tithe-coHectiog ezpedi- 
tioQ — witb the tithe. The door of the eitting-room wis still 
ajar, and Geof&ey had hts back towards it So it happeaed 
tbat nobody heard Elisabeth's lather eaUike stqfs nd fbr 
some seconds she stood in the room without bdng peicnYed. 
Sbe stopd quite still, taking in the wbolc scène at a glance. 
Sbe noticed tbat bcr sister beid ber bead down, so tbat bcr 
bair sbadowed ber, and giicssed tbat sbe did so for soroc rea- 
son — probably becansc sbe did not wisb bcr face to be seen. 
Or was it to sbow off bcr lovcly bair? Sbe noticed also tbe 
balf sby, half araased, and altogetbcr interestcd expression npon 
Geoffrey*s conntenance — ^sbe conld see tbat in tbe little g^lt- 
cdged looking-glass wbtch bang over tbe fireplace — nor did sbe 
overlook tbe genera! air of erabarrassment tbat pcrvaded tbcm 
botb. 

Wben sbe entered tbe room Elizabetb bad been thinking of 
Owen Davics, and of wbat migbt have bappened bad sbe ncver 
seen tbe tide of life.flow back into bcr sister*s veins. Sbe bad 
dreamed of it all nigbt and bad tbongbt of it all day ; even in 
tbe ezcitcment of extracting tbc back titbc from a recalcitrant 
and ratber coarse-raindcd Welsb farmer, witb strong views on 
tbe subject of tithe, it bad not been entirely forgottcn. Tbe 
farmer was a tenant of Owen Davics, and wben be called ber a 
"parson in petticoats, and was," and went on, in delicate refer- 
ence to ber powers of extracting cash, to liken bcr to a " two- 
l^ged corkscrew, only screwier,'' sbe, perbaps not nnnaturally, 
reflected tbat if ever — pace Beatrice — certain things sbonld 
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00016 aboat, she woold rcmember that farmer. For Elixabeth 
had a very loog memory, as some pcople had learoed to their 
cott, aod geoeralljy soooer or later, she paid her debta io f all, 
oot foigettiog the overdoe ioterest 

Aod DOW, as she stood io the room uosceo aod ooted these 
mattem, somethiog oecorred to her io cooocctioo with this 
domioatiog idea, which, like ideas io geoeral, had maoy side 
issoea. At aoy rate, a look of qoick iotclligeoce shooe for a 
momeot io her light ejes, like a sickly saobeam oo a faiot De- 
cember mist ; theo she moved forward, aod wheo she was close 
behiod Ckoffrey, spoke saddeoly. 

** What are yoo both thiokiog abootf* she said, io her clear, 
tfaio voice; ''yoo seem to have cxhaostcd your coovcrsatioo." 

Geoffrey made ao ezclamatioo aod fairly jiimpcd from his 
chair — a feat which, io his broised cooditioo, rcally hurt hira 
vefy moch. Beatrice, too, start ed violeotly ; she recovcred her- 
self almost iostaotly, however. 

'* How qoietly yoo more, Elizabeth T' she said. 

'^Not more qoietly thao you sit, Beatrice. I have beco 
wooderiog wheo aoybody was goiog to say aoythiog, or if yoo 
were both asleep." 

For her part, Beatrice speculated how long her sister had' 
beeo io the rooio. Their convcrsatioo had beco ioooceot 
eooogh, but it was oot ooe that she woold wish Elizabeth to 
have overheard. Aod, soroehow, Elizabeth had a koack of 
overheariog thiogs. 

'* Yoo see. Miss Oraoger,'* said Gkïoffrey, comiog to the res- 
coe, ** both oor braios are stilt rathcr waterlogged, aod that 
does oót tcod to a flow of ideas.*' 

** Qoite so," said Elizabeth. " My dear Beatrice, why doo't 
yoo tie op yoor liair ? Yon look like a crazy Jaoe. Not but 
what yoo have very oico hair,*' she added, critically. " Do yoo 
admiro good hair. Mr. Biogham f* 

** Of coorse I do," he aoswered, gallaotly, ** bot it is oot 
commoo. 

Ofliy Beatrice bit her lip with vexatioo. "I had almost 
O 



put Ib bUClC jr\ïOw\^»v»..y , 

bere it is. If you like, and Mr. Binghai 
tié it back for jou f' and withoat waiti 
came bebind bcr, and, gatbering np tbc 
sistet's locksy tied tbem roood in saób fa 
Dot fall forward, tboogb tbey still rolled 

Jusi tben Mr. Granger came back f ron 
He was in bigb good-bamor. Tbe pig 1 
former cfforU, and increascd in k sarpi 
nnmber of fiftoen, indeed. Elizabeth 
two pounds odd sbilÜngs wbicb sbe ba 
of tbe recalcitrant Dissenting farincr, a! 
bis satisfaction. 

" Woald yon believe it» Mr. Bingba 
miserably paid parisb I bave nearly a b 
to roe — a bandred poands in titbe ! 1 
lives ont towards tbe BclI Koek, be ow 
tbirty-fonr poands eleven and fonrpenoi 
wou*t pay — says be's a Baptist, and ain^ 
son's djqes — tbougb fot tbe matter of tl 
old beertnb of a beatben." 

*^ Wby don^t you proceed against bin 

^Proceedl I bave proceeded. I've 
roean to issoe execntion in a few days. 
\f\nen^r ^ be wont on, workinjif bimself ni 
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pltj the Irish ^nie on as herc.*' And he brotight down bia 
fist with a bang upon tbc tablc 

Ckoffrey Jistencd witb some aroasenaent So ibis was tbo 
weak old inan*8 sore point — money. He was clearly very 
strong aboat tbat — as strong as Lady Honoria, indeed, bat 
witb moro excase. Elizabetb also listened witb evident ap- 
proval, bat Beatrice looked pained. 

^ Doa*t get angry, fatlier/' sbe said ; " perbaps be will pay, 
after all. It is bad to take tbe law if yoa can manage any 
otbcr way — it breeds so macb ill blood." 

** Nonsense, Beatrice," said ber sister, sbarply. " Fatber is 
qaite rigbt Tberc*s only one way to deal witb tbem, and 
tbat's to seize tbcir goods. I believe yoa are a Socialist about 
property, as yon are about everytbing clse. Yoa want to pnll 
everytbing down, from tbe Queen to tbe laws of roarriage, all 
for tbe good of bnmanity, and I teil yoa tbat yoar ideas wilI 
be yoor ruin. Defy custoin and it will crusb yon. You are 
ninning your bead against a brick walI, and one day yoa will 
find wbicb is tbo barder.*' 

Beatrice flusbed, bat answercd ber sister*s attack, wbicb was 
all tbe abarper becaase it bad a ccrtain spice of trutb in it. 

** I nevcr exprcssed any such views, Elizabetb, so I don*t seo 
wby you sbould attribute tbem to roe. I only said tbut legal 
proeecdings breed bad blood in a parisb, and tbat is trae.** 

*' I did not say yoa expressed tliem,** went on tbe vigorous 
Elizabetb ; " you look tbem — tbey ooze out of your words liko 
water from a peat-bog. Evcrybody knows you are a Radical 
and a Freetbinker, and everytbing else tbat*s bad and mad and 
contmry to tbat state of lifo in wbicb it bas pleased God to 
cal! yoa. Tbe end of it will be tbat yoa will lose tbe mistress- 
abip of tbe scbool, and I tbink it is very bard on fatber and 
ma tbat yoa sbould bring disgrace on ns witb yoar strango 
waya and immoral views; and now you can make wbat you 
like of it*" 

^I wisball Radicals were like Miss Beatrice,*' said Geoffrey, 
wbo was feeling ezoeedingly uncomfortable, witb a fecble 
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attempt at i)o]ite jocosiij. Bat Dobodj aeamed to hmf Idnu. 
Elizabeth, who was dow fairly io a rage, a faint fluah opon her 
pale cheeks, her light ejes all ashine, and her tUn fiogera 
clasped, stood f ronting her beaatifal aister, and breathing ^ile 
at evcrj pore. It was easy for Geoffrej, who was watching 
her, to sce that it was Dot her sister's viewa she was attackin|^ 
it was her sister. It was that soft» atrong Io?dineaa and the 
glory of that face; it was the deep» gentle mind, erring from 
its very greatness, and the bright intellect, which lit it like m 
lamp ; it was the learoing and the power that» give it play, 
would set a world aflame as easily as it did the heairt of the 
slow-witted hennit sqaire whom Bliacabeth coTeted — théae were 
the things that Elizabeth hated and bitterly assailed. 

Accustomed to observe, GeofErey saw this inatantly, and 
then glaoced at the father. The old man was f rightened ; 
clearly he was afraid of Ëlizabeth, and dreaded a scène. He 
stood fidgeting his f eet aboat, and trjing to find soroething to 
say, as he glanced apprehcnsively at his eldest daughter throogh 
his thin hanging hair. 

Lastly, Greoffrey looked at Beatrice, who was indeed wcU 
worth looking at Her face was qnite pale, and the clear gray 
eyes shone out bcneath their dark lashes. She had risen, draw- 
ing herself to her full licight, which her exqnisite proportions 
scemed to increase, and was looking at her sister. Presently 
she said one word, and one only, bat it was enoagh : 

'' Elizabeth P' 

Her sister opcned her lips to speak again, bat hesitatcd, and 
changed her mind. There was soroething in Beatrice's manner 
that checked her. 

*' Well," she said, at length, " yoa shoald not irritate ine so, 
Beatrice." 

Beatrice made no reply. She only tarned towards Geoffrey, 
and, with a graceful little bow, said : 

" Mr. Bingham, I am sare yoa will forgive this scène. The 
fact is, we all slept badly last night, and it bas hot improTed 
onr tempers." 
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Tbere was a paase^ of wbich Mr. Granger took a harricd and 
rathor andignified advantagc. 

** Urn, ah/* hc said. '* Bj-tbe-way, Bcatrice, what was it I 
waDted to saj f Ah, I know — have joa written, I meao writ- 
tcn out, that scrmon for next Sunday ? My daaghtcr/' ho add- 
ed, addressing Greoffrcy in explaoation — '* nm, copies my scr- 
mons for rac She writes a vcry good band — " 

RememboriDg Bcatricc's confidence as to her semnon-mann- 
factoring fuDCttons, Geoffrcy feit amased at her father's naïve 
way of describing tbem, and Beatrice also siniled faintly as she 
answered that the sermon was rcady. Jast then the roll of 
wheela was beard witboat, and the onjy fly that Bryngelly coald 
boast palled np. 

*' Here's the fly come for yoa, Mr. Bingham/' said Mr. Gran- 
ger — '' and, as I live, ber ladyship witb it Elizabeth, sce if 
tbere isn't some tea rcady ;** and the old gentleman, wbo bad all 
the traditional lovo of tho lower roiddle-class Englisbroan for a 
title, trotted off to wcicome *' ber ladyship.*' 
- Prosently Lady üonoria entcred the room — a swect if ratber 
a set smile npon ber bandsome face, and witb a graccful mien 
that became ber tall figaro exceedingly well. For, to do Lady 
HoQoria jastice, she was one of tho most lady-like women in the 
country, and, so f ar as her personal appearance went, a very 
perfect typo of the class to wbich she belonged. 

Geoffrey looked at ber, saying to bimself that she bad clear- 
ly recovcred her temper, and that he was thankful for it Tbis 
was Dot wonderf al, for it is observablo that the more aristocratie 
a lady's manners are, the more disagreeable she is apt to bc 
when she is crossed. 

"Well, Geoffrey dear,'* she said, "you sec I have come to 
fetcb you. I was determincd that yon shoald not get yoarself 
drowned again on your way home. How aro you now ? — but I 
Deedn't ask ; yon look qaite wcll again." 

" It is very kind of yon, Honoria,*' said her basband, simply ; 
bot it was donbtfal if she board biro, for at the moment she 
was aogaged in aearcbing out the soul of Beatrice witb one of 
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the roost pcnetratiog and compnhèonvs gbuKU tl»t jomg 
ladjr hsd erer enjoyed the hoDor of noMm^ Than wm tiotb? 
ing rade abóat the look — it wm tooqoick; bot BMtrica félt 
tbatf qaiok u itmigfatbe, itembnced heraltogatlw. NorwM 
■be wrong. 

" There is do donbt «bont it," I^y Hoiwru thoogbt to be^ 
setf, " she ia lorelj — lovely erer^when. It wu danr of h«r 
to lesve bor bair down, it ahowa the ahape of b«r bnd to well ; 
and shc is tall enoagh to sUnd ÏL TbiA blue wrapper nits bw, 
too. VG17 few women conld ahow sach a figore m bert— like a 
Or^k statue. I don't like her; abe*! differeot from moat of 
na — jnst tbe sort of girl moD go wild aboot wid women bate." 

All this passed through her miod Ïd a fladu For a moment 
Lady Honoria's blac eyes met Beatrice's graj onea, and abe 
knew that Beatrico Itked her no botter than she did Beatrice. 
Those eycs werc a trifle too honest, and, like the deep clear 
water they resembled, apt to throw np shadows of the passing 
tbooghts above. 

" False and cold and hcaiUess," thoogbt Beatrice. " I won- 
der bow a niao like tbat could inarr; her, and how moch be 
loresherr 

Thns the two women took each other's measare at a glance, 
each finding the othcr wanting by her Standard. Nor did thej 
ever change tbat hastilj formed jndgment. 

It was alt done in a few seconda — in that hesitatjng moroent 
bcfore the words wo sominon answer on onr lips. The next, 
Iddy Honoria was sweeping tonards her witli oot-stretched 
hand and her most gracions smile. 

" Miss Granger," she tiaid, " I owe yon a debt I nerer can re- 
pay — my dcar bnsband's life. I have beard all abont bow f on 
saved bim ; it is the most wonderful tbing — Grace Darling born 
again. I can't tbink bow j'ou coald do it. I wisli I were half 
as brave and at rong." 

" Please don't, Iddj Honoria," said Beatric& " I am ao tired 
of being tbanbed for doiog notliiog — cicept what it waa 
ny.tlatj'.to do. If I bad let Mr.Bingbam go while I bad tbe 
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tirepgth to hold on to him I shoald have feit like a mardeross 
to-daj. I b^ joQ to saj no more aboot it*' 

**ODe does not ofteo find such modest j united to so mach 
cooni^ and, if yoa will allow me to say it, so mach beaotj," 
said Ladj HoDoria, gracioasly. *' Well, I will do as yoa wish, 
bat I warn yoa yoar fame will find yoa out I hear they havo 
an accoant of the whole adventure in to-day's papers, beaded 
* A Wcish Heroine.* " 
- "How did yoa hear tbat, Honoriaf* asked her hasband. 

" Oh, I had a telegram from Oarsiogton, and he roentions it,'* 
sho answered, carelcssly. 

''Telegram from Oarsington ! Ucncc these smtles," thoaght 
he. '* I sappose she is going to-morrow.** 

^ I have aoroe othcr news for yoa, Miss Oranger,*' went on 
Lady Honoria. '' Yonr canoo bas been washcd ashore, very lit- 
tle injnred. The old boatman — Edward I think they call him 
— bas fonnd it ; and yonr gan in it, too, Geoffrey. It had 
stock ander the seat or soroewhere. But I fancy that yoa mast 
both have had enoagh canocing for the present" 

** I don't know. Lady Honoria," answered Beatrice. '* One 
does not ofteo get snch weather as last night\ and canocing is 
very pleasant Every sweet bas its salt, yoa know ; or, in othcr 
words, ooe may always be npset" 

At that momeot Betty, the awkward Weish serving-lass, with 
a f orearm aboqt as shapely as tlie hind-leg of an elephant, and 
a most onpleasing habit of snorting andibly as she rooved, shof- 
fled io with the tea-tray. lo her wake came the slim Elizabeth, 
to wbpm Lady Honoria was introdaced. 

After this, conversation flagged for a while, till Lady Hono- 
ria, feeling that things were getting a little dall,set the ball roll- 
ing again. 

*' What a pretty view yoa have of the sea from these Win- 
dows r* she said, in her well trained and monotononsly modo- 
lated voico. I am so glad to liavc sccn it, for, yon know, I am 
going away to-morrow." 
. B^trice lookod op qoickly. 
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"Mj hasband is Dot going^** alia went oii,aft Iboiq^h ui aft* 
8wcr to an onspokcn qneitioii. ^ I am pkyiog th» part of Ibé 
nodntif al wife, and lUDniag away fiom him for eia^y IhfM 
weeks. It is very wicked of me, iao*t itt bot I have aa eagigo- 
nient that I raast keep. It is most tireBome.** 

Greoffrey, sippiag bis tea, smiled grimly bebiad ibe abdter of 
bis cap. '' Sbe does it oooommoaly weH,** ho tboagbt to bimself. 

'' Does y oar chiid go witb yoo^^ my lady T asked Eliaabelli. ' 

*^ Wel], no, I think iK>t. I caa*t bear parting with bar— yon 
kaow bow bard it is wben one' bas oaly oae ebild. Bot I tbiak 
sbe woald be so bored wbere I am goiog, for tbere are no otber 
cbildren tbcre ; aod besidesi «be positively adorcs tbe sea. 80 1 
sball bave to leave ber to bc»r fatber*s tender mercies» poor dear.** 

'^ I hope sbe will sanriva it» I am sore,** saidOeofErey, lai^ing. 

*' I sappose that yoor basband is going to stay 00 at Mra. 
Joncs'sy" said the clergymao. 

'* Really, I dou't kuow. Wbat are you going to do, Geof- 
frey f Mrs. Jones's rooms are ratber expensive for people in 
oor iropovcrished coadition. Besides, I am sa re that sbe can- 
not look after EfSe. Just think, sbe bas eigbt cbildren of ber 
own, poor dear! And I mast take Anne ivitb mo ; sbe is £f- 
io*s French nnrse, yoa know — a perfect treasnre. I am going 
to stay in a big house, and my experience of those big bonsea 
is that one never gets on at all nnless one takes a roaid. Yoa 
see, what is cvery body's business is nobody^s business. Fm 
sure I don't know liow yoa will get on witb the cbild, Geof- 
frey; sbe takes sach a lot of looking after.*' 

• '* Oh, don*t tronble aboot that, Honoria,*' be answered. ^ I 
daro say that Effie and I will manage somebow.'* 

Here one of those pecnliar gleams of intelligence wbicb 
raarkcd the advent of a ncw idea passed across Elizabeth's face. 
Sbe was sitting next ber father, and, bending, wbispercd to 
him. Beatrice saw it, and made a motion as thongb to inter- 
pose, bot bef ore sbe conld do so Mr. Granger spoke. 

*'Look here, Mr. Bingbam," he said, '4f yoa want to move, 
would you like a room here? Terms stricUy moderate, bot can*t 
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afford to pat yoa ap for nothing, you know ; and living rongh 
and rcadj. Yoa*d bavo to take us as yoa find as ; bat tbere*8 
a dressing-room nezt to my rooin, wberc your little girl conld 
sleep, and my daagbters woald look after her between them, 
and be glad of the job.'* 

Again Beatrice opened her lips as thoagh to speak, bat closed 
them without speaking. Thas do oar opportanities pass be- 
fore we realize they are at hand. 

InstinctiTcIy GeofiErey had glanccd towards her. He did not 
know if this idca was agrceable to her. Uc kncw that her work 
was hard, and he did not wish to pnt extra tronble npon her,' 
for he gnessed that the barden of looking af ter Effic woald al- 
tiinately fall npon her shoulders. But her face told liiro noth- 
ing : it was qaite passive and apparently indifferent 

*' Yoa are very kind, Mr. Granger,** be said, hesitating. ** I 
don*t want to go away from Bryngelly just at present, and it 
woald be a good plan in soroe ways — that is, if the troable to 
yonr daagbters woald not be too mach.^ 

'^ I am sare that it woald be an excellent plan,'' brokc in Lady 
Honoria, who feared lest difiBcuIties should anse as to her ap- 
propriation of Anne's services. ** How lucky that I happened 
to mention it! There will be no trouble aboat onr giving op 
the rooms at Mrs. Jones's, because I know slie has another ap- 
plication for them." 

^^Vcry well," said Geoffrcy, not liking to raisc objections to 
a scheme thas pablicly advocated, althoagh he woald have pre- 
ferred to take time to consider. Something wamed him that 
Bryngelly Vicarage woald prove a fateful abode for him. Theo 
Elizabeth rosé and asked Lady Honoria if she would like to sce 
the rooms her hasband and EflSe would occupy. 

She said she woald be delighted, and went off, foliowed by 
Mr. Granger fnssing in the rear. 

" Don't yoa think that yoa will be a little dull here. Mr. 
Bingham f' said Beatrice. 

^On the contrary," he answered. '* Wby shoald I be dollf 
I cannot be to dall as I shoald bo by myself." 
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Beatrice besitated, and theii tpok» agttB : 

** We are a <:arioii8 family. Mr. Bingham ; 700 may htm 
as mnch this afternoon. Had 70Q not t^eller think it OTerf* . 

*' If 70a meao that yoQ do not want me to eone, I won^** 
he said, blaotly, aod next seoond fdtthat be bad made a mistaikeu 

" I r she aoswered, opraing ber eyea. **I ba?e no wiabea ia 
the matter. The fact ia that we are poor, and Iet fedpi^; 
that is what it comes to. If yoa tbink tbey will aoit yoo, yo«i 
are quite right tp take tbem.** 

GeoSrey colored. He waa a man wbo eonld not bear to by 
bimself open to the smallest lebnff from a woroan, and be bad 
bronght this on bimself. Beatrice saw it and leKented. 

'* Of coarse, Mr. Bingbam, ao far aa I am oonoerned, I abaQ 
bo the gainer if yoa do come. l do not meet so many peopk 
with whom I care to associate, and from whom I can leam, 
that I wish to throw a chance away." 

'' I think yoa misnnderstood roe a litUe,'' he said ; ** I oaly 
meant that perhaps yoa woald not wish to be botbered with 
EflSe, Miss Graoger.*' 

She laoghed. 

*' Why, I love children ! It will be a great pleasare to me to 
look after her, so far as I have time.'' 

Jnst then the otbers retarned, and their convcrsation camq 
to an end. 

"It's qaitc deligbtfal, Geoffrey — soch fanny old-fasbioned 
rooms. I rcally envy yoa." (If there was one thiag in tbj^ 
world that Lady Honoria hated it was an old-fashioncd room.) 
'' Well, and now wc must be going. Oh, yoa poor creatore, I 
forgot that yoa were so knocked aboat ! I am snre Mr. Gran- 
ger will give yon bis arm." 

Mr. Granger ambled forward, and C^pffrey baving made bis 
adieas, and borrowed a clerical bat (Mr. Granger's concession to 
castom, for in most other respects he dressed likc an ordinary 
farmer), was safely conveyed to the fly. 

And 80. endcd Gcof^rey's first day at Bryngelly Yicarage. 
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CHAPTER XI. 

BKATRICK MAXS8 AN APPOINTMKKT. 

Ladt Hokoria leaned back ia tho cab and sighcd a sigh of 
satisfaction. 

^ Tbat U a capital idea«'* she said. *' I was wondering what 
arrangemeDts jon coold make for tho nezt thrce wceka. It U 
ridicnlous to paj three gaincas a week for rooms jast for joa 
and EflSe. The old gentleman only wants that for board and 
lodging togrether, for I asked him.*' 

** I dare say it will do/* said Geoffrcy. " When are we to 
shift r 

**To-morroWy in time for dinner, or rather siipper; these bar- 
barians eat snpper, yon know. I go by the mom ing train, yoa 
see, so as to rcach Garsington by tea-time. I dare say you wÜl 
find it rather dull, bnt yoa like being dall. The old clergyman 
18 a low stamp of man, and a borc, and as for the cidest daagh- 
ter, Elizabeth, she*s too awfal — she reminds me of a rat Bat 
Beatrice is handsome enongh, thoagh I think her horrid toa 
Yoo*lI have to coosoio yoarsclf with her, and I dare say yoa wiil 
snit each other.*' 

" Why do yoa think her horrid, Honoria P 

**0h, I don't know; she*s clever and odd, and I hate odd 
women. Why caa*t they bo like other people ? Think of hor 
being strong enoogh to save yoar life like that, too. She mast 
have tho mnscio of an Amazon — it*s downright anwomanly. 
Bat there*8 no doubt aboat her beaaty. She is as nearly per- 
feet as any girl I ever saw, though too independent- looking. 
If only one had a daaghtcr like that, how one might marry 
bcrl I woaldnH look at anything under twenty thoasand a 
jear. She is too good for that lambering Welsh aqoire she^s 
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engaged to — the romo wbo lives io the C e rtle th oi^ thej mj 

he is faidj rich.*' 

'' Ëogaged r' said Geoffrej; ^'how do yoa know thal die k 
engaged ?" 

" Ob, I don't kbow it at all, bot I sappoae ahe ia. If abe ka\ 
shc sooQ will be, for a giri in tbat pontton ia Bot likdj to 
throw such a cbaoce away. At aDj rate, he*a bead o?er eM» 
Id love ivith hor. I aaw tbat laat Bigbt He waa baapag 
aboot for hoars in tbe run» ontside tbe door, witb a &ee like 
a ghost, till bc knew wbetber abe waa dead or aliTe, and be*a 
been tbero twice to inqnire tbia morning. Mr. Gkanger tM 
me. But she's too good for bim from a boaineaa point of 
view. Sbe inigbt many anjrbodj if only abe were pot in tho 
way of it." 

Somebow Greoffrej^a livcly interest in Beatrioe aenaibly de- 
clined on tbe receipt of tbis intelligence. Of conrse it waa 
notbing to bim ; indeed, be was glad to bear tbat sbe waa in 
tbe way of sneb a comfortable settlcment; but it is nnfortn- 
nately a f act tbat one cannot be qnite as mncb interested in a 
yoong and lovely lady wbo is tbe potential property of a 'Mnm- 
bering Welsb sqaire/' as in one wbo belongs to berself. 

Tbe old Adam still snrvives in most men, bowever rigbt- 
tbinking tbey may be, and tbis is one of its metboda of aelf- 
assertion. 

" WclI," he said, " I*m glad to bear sbe is in snch a good 
way ; sbe deservcs it I tb in k tbe Welsb squire in Inck. Miaa 
Granger is a rcmarkable woman." 

"Too remarkable by half," said Lady Honoria, dryly. 
*' Here we are, and tberc is Effie, skipping about like a wild 
thing as nsual. I tbink tbat cbild is dementcd." 

On tbe foUowing morning — it was Friday — Lady Honoria, 
accoropanied by Anne, dcparted in tbe very best of tempers. 
For tbe nezt tbree weeks, at any rate, sbe wonld bo free from 
the galling associations of straitened means — free to enjoy tbe 
luxury and refined comfort to wbicb sbe bad been acenatomedy 
and for wbicb her sonl yeamed witb a fierce longing tbat wonld 
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be ioeomprehcnsible to folk of a siropler'noind. ' Everybody 
h«s his or her ideal beaven, if ooly odo coaid fathom it Some 
woold chooae a sablimatcd intellectaal leisare, made happy by 
all the best litcratnre of all the planets ; some a model state 
(with thémselves as prcsidents), in which the latest Radical no- 
tions coold actaally (through thcir beneficent efforts) be got 
to work to everybody's satisfaction ; others a happy hanting- 
gronnd, where the game enjoyed the fan as mach as they did ; 
and so on, ad infinitum, 

Ltidj Honoria was even more modest Oive her a weil-ap- 
pointed house in town and country, a few powderêd footmcn, 
plenty of carriagcs, and other necdfnl thtngs, inclading of coarse 
the entree to the opper ceicstial ten, and she would ask no more 
from age to age. Let as hope that she will get it one day. It 
woald hart nobody, and she is sure to find plenty of people of 
her own way of thinking — that is, if this world supplies the raw 
material. 

She embraced Effic with cnthuslasm, and her husband with 
a chastcned warmth, and went — a pions prayer npon her lipa 
that she might never set eycs npon Bryngelly again. 

It will not be necessary for us to follow Lady Honoria in 
her travels. 

That aftemoon EflSe and her father had grcat fan. They 
packed ap. Gkoffrey, who was rapidly recovering from his 
stiffncss, pnshed the things into the portmanteans, and Effie 
jamped npon them. Those which wonld not go in they ban- 
dled loose into the fly, till that vehicle looked like an old- 
clothes shop. Then, as thcrc was no room left for them inside, 
they walked down to the Vicarage by the bcach, a distanee of 
abont, three-qnarters of a mile, stopping on their way to adroire 
tha beaatiftil Castle, in one corner of which Owen Davies lived 
and mored. 

** Oh, daddy,** said the child, " I wish yoo would bny a honse 
lika that for yon and me to live in. Why don*t yoo, daddy f 

^ Haven't get the raoney, dear,*^ he answered. 

*• WiU yon pver havo the money, daddy f' 



04 BBATBICOL 

^' I doD^t kDow, dear ; perbaps ooe day — wheo I am looT oU 

to enjoy it," he added to bimaelf. 

*'It woold take a great many penmea to bi^ * bovaa Sb 
that, woaldo't it, dadd 7 r wdd Bflto, aagdy. 

" Yes, dear, more than joq cao eoonli'* he aoawwed, and tlia 
conversattOQ dropped. 

Presently they came to a boat-ahed, {daced oppoaite tbê vil» 
lagé and close to. the high-water niatlL Here a maa (it iraa old 
Edward) was engaged in meDdiog a caóoet. Qéofbej i^anoed 
at it, and saw that it was the ideotical caooe oat of whadi he 
had 80 nearly been drowned. 

"^ Look, Ëffie," said he, '* that ia the boat oat of wbieh I waa 
lipset '^ « 

Effie opencd her wide eyes, and sUred at the fnSl eniL 
'' It is a horrid boat,"* sho said ; '' I don't want to look at it** 
V ^ Tou*re qaite right, little miss,^' said old Edward, toncbiog 
bis cap. "It ain*t safe, and soroebody will be drowned oat of 
it one of these days. I wish it had gone to the bottoni, I do ; 
bat Miss Beatrice, she is that foolhardy there ain*t no dóing 
nothing wrth her.'* 
- *' I fancy that she bas leamed a lesson," said Geoffrey. 

" Maybe, maybe," gmrobled the old man, *' bot women folk 
aro hard to teach; they never leam nothing till it*s too late, 
théy don't, and then when thcy've been and done it they're 
sorry, bat whafs the good o' that f* 

Meanwhile, another conversation was in progrcss not more 
than a quarter of a mile away. On the brow of the cliff stood 
the village of Bryngelly, and at the back of the village was a 
school, a plain whitewashed building, roofed with stone, whicb, 
thoagh amply sufficiënt and saitable to the wants of the place, 
was. little short of an aboroination in the eyes of her Majea- 
ty*s lordly school inspectors, who from time to time descended 
npon Bryngelly for pnrposes of examination and faalt-finding. 
They yeamed to see a stately red-brick edifice, with all the 
latest improvcments, erected at the expensc of the rate-payers, 
bat as yet they had yeamed in yain. The school was snpported 
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by volanUry contribotions, and thanks to Beatricc*8 coergy and 
good teacbing, the dreaded board, witb iU fads and extrava- 
ganee, bad not yet clatched it 

Beatrice bad retarned to ber daties tbat aftcrnoon, for a 
night*8 rcftt bad broagbt back its vigor to ber strong yoang 
frame. Sbe had been g^eted witb enthasiasm by the cbiJdren, 
wbo loved ber, as wcll tbey migbt, for sbe was very gentle and 
aweet witb tbcm, thoagb none dared disobey ber. Besides, ber 
beaaty iropressed tbeni, tbongb tbey did not know it Beauty 
of a certain sort bas perbaps more effect on cbildren tban on 
any otber claaa, beedless and selfisb as tbey often seem to bc. 
Tbey feel its power ; it is an ontward ezpression of the tbougbts 
and dreams tbat bnd in tbeir nnknowing bearts, and. is some- 
bow mixed up witb tbeir ideas of God and beavcn. Tbus 
tbere was in Bryngelly a little girl of ten, a vcry cicvcr and 
bigbly excitable cbild, Jane Llewellyn by name, born of parents 
of strict CaWinistic views. As it cbanced, some months beforo 
the opening of tbis story, a tnb-tharoper, of high renown and 
eonsiderable mde oratorical force, visitcd the place, and treatcd 
bb bearers to a lively discoarse on the horrors of heil. 

In the very front row, ber eycs wide witb fear, sat tbis poor 
little cbild between ber parents, wbo listencd to the minister 
witb mach satisfaction, and a little way back sat Beatrice, wbo 
bad come ont of coriosity. 

Preaently the preacber, baving dwelt sufficicntly in ternfy- 
ing generalitics, went on to practical illustrations, for, af ter the 
mahner of bis class, be was deli vering an extern porary oration. 
** Look at tbat cbild,'* be said, pointing to the little giri ; *' sbe 
look» innocent, does sbe not f Bat if sbe does not find salva- 
tioD, roy bretbren, I teil yoa tbat sbe is damned. If tlio dies to- 
iiigfat,Dot baving foand salvation, sbe will go to heil/ Her del- 
icate little body will be tormented for ever and ever — " 

Here the nnfortnnate cbild feil forward witb a shriek. 

^ Yoa ongbt to bè asbamcd of yonrself, air f* said Beatrice, 
alood. 

Sbe bad been listeningto all tbis ill-jadged rantwitb growing 
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indignation, and now, in lier ezeitemeiit^ cntMy fcNgol ttti 
sbc was iD a place of wonliip. lliea abe nui fonvaid to llw 
child wbo had swooned. Poor little nófortiMUitel abè Mver va- 
covered the shock. When she eame to liendf, it waa fouri 
tbat her finely strang mlod bad giireo way, and ahe lapaed iato 
a coDditioD of imbecilitj. Bat her imbecUity waa iiot ahmjm 
passive. Occasionally fita of paaaimute terror wonld aeiwapóii 
her. She wonld cry oot that the fieoda mem ooming to diig 
her down to tormenti and daah her^lf against tl» wall in fear 
hideons to behold. Tben it waa fonnd tbat tbeiB waa bot om 
waj to calm her ; it waa to send for Beatrioe. Beatrioa wonld 
come and take the poor tbin bands in ben and gaaa wilb bar 
calm deep ejes npon the waated horror- atrieken faoe till tbo 
child grew quiet again, and, abirerioi^ aobbed beiadf to alaap 
npon her breast. 

And so it was with all the children ; her power over them waa 
almost absolnte. They loved her, and she lovcd them alL 

And now the schooling was almost done for the day. It waa 
Beatrice^s castoro to roake tbc children sing somo simple aong 
before thcy brokc up. She stood in front of them and gare the 
time wbilc they snng, and a pretty sigbt it was to see her do it^ 
On this particalar aftemoon, jast as the first verse was finisbed, 
the door of the room opcned, and O wen Davies entered hear- 
ing soroe books ander bis arm. Beatrice glanced round and 
saw him, then, with a qaick stamp of her f oot, went 'on giving 
the time. 

The children sang lastily, and in front of them stood Bear 
trice, dressed in simple white, her graceful form swaying as she 
marked the mnsic^s time. Nearer and nearer drew Owen Da- 
vies, tilI at length he stood qnite close, bis lips slightly apart, 
bis cyes fixed npon her like the eyes of one wbo dreams, and 
bis slow heavy face faintly lit with the glow of strong emo- 
tion. 

The song ended, the children at a word from their mistress 
filed past her, headed by the pupil -teachers, and then with a 
shoat seizing their 'caps, ran forth this way and tbat» wefcoining 
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the f ree air. Wbep thej were all gone, and not till then, Bea- 
trice taroed taddenly roand. 

" How do yon do, Mr. Daviesf* she said. 

,He started visibly. 

^ I did not know that jon had scen me," he antwered. 

^ Oh yea, I saw yon, Mr. Davies, onlj I conld not atop the 
song to say ' How do yon do f Bj-the-way, I have to thank 
yon for coming to inqnire after me.'* 

^ Not at all. Miss Beatrice, not at all ; it was a most dreadf nl 
accident I cannot teil yon how thankfnl I am — I can*t, in- 
deed." 

'* It is Tery good of yon to take so mnch interest in me,'* said 
Beatrice. 

^ Not at all, Miss Beatrice — ^not at all. Who— who conld 
help taking interest in yon f I Lave brougbt yon some books 
— the 'Life of Darwin'; it is in two volumes. I think that I 
have heard yon say that Darwin interests yon f' 

*' Yes, ihank yon, very mnch. Have yon read it f' 

*' No, bnt I have ent it Darwin doesn't interest me, yon 
know. I think that he was a rather roisgnided person. May I 
carry the books home for yon f' 

** Thank yon, bnt I am not going straight home ; I am going 
to old Edward's shed to see my canoe." 

As a matter of fact this was tme, bnt the idca was only that 
moment bom in her mind. Beatrice had been g^ing home, aa 
she wanted to see that all things were dnly prepared for Oeof- 
frey and his littlo danghter. But to get to the Vicarage she 
ranst pass along the diff, where there were few people, and this 
aho did not wbh to do. To be frank, she feared lest Mr. Davtes 
shoold take the opportnnity to make that offer of his hand and 
heart which hnng over her like a nightmare. Now, the way to 
Edward's shed lay throngh the village and down the cliff, and 
she knew that he wonld never propose in the village. It was very 
foolish of her, no donbt, thns to seek to postpone the evil day, 
bnt the strongest-minded women have their weak points, and 
this was one of Beatrice's. She hated the idea of this scène. 
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She knew that when it did oome tlieto wonld be m mmm. Kol 
ihat her resolntion to lefoBe the num had ef«r Iriterad» Bilil 
woald be paiDfal, and ia the ead ii mast nach Iha eaia af lier 
faiber aod Elizabeth that she bad aetoaliy lajaètod lie. Oma 
Danesyand tben whalwooIdherlifebevOTlht Shahadaater 
suspected, it bad nerer eateied into-her inind to ao^Mel^ ttal 
tboQgb ber fatber migfat be veied eaoughi aotfaiiq; oa thk eaitt 
woald more deligbt the heart of Sliaibeth. 

Presently, baving fetehed ber hat» Beatrioe^ aoeompamad by 
ber admirery bcaring the ^^lile of Darwia'* ander Ua an% 
starled to walk down to the beaeb. Tbej weot ia tUeaee^lBea- 
trice jast a little abead. 8be ▼antoied boom reoaaik aboót tha 
weather, bat Owen Danea made no repij ; he was thinUag; Ia 
wanted to say somethin|^ bot he did not koow how to aqf il^ 
They were at tbe bead of the cliff now, and if be wiahed to 
spéak bc must do so quickly. 

" Miss Beatrice," he said, in a somewhat constrained iroioe. 

"Tes, Mr. Davies — oh, look at that sea-galll It nearij 
knocked raj bat ofL*' 

Bat be was not to be pot o£E witb tbe sea-fj^alL " Miss Bea- 
trice,*' he said, again, " are yoa going ont walking next Sandaj 
aftcrooon f" 

*' How can I tel), Mr. Davies f It may rain«*' 

" Bat if it does not rain — please teil me. Yoa generaüy do 
walk on the beach on Sandaj. Miss Beatrice, I want to apeak 
tó yón. I hope 70a will allow me, I do indeed." 

Then saddenly she came to a decision. This kind of tbing 
was nnendurable ; it woald be better to get it over. Taming 
ronnd so saddenly that Owen started, she said : 

'' If yoa wish to speak to me. Mr. Davies, I sball be in tbe 
Amphitheatre, opposite the Red Rocks, at fonr o'clock on Snn^ 
day aftemoon, bat I had mach rather that yoa did not come. 
I can say no more.'* 

^' I shall comc," he answered, doggedly, and they went down 
the steps to the boat-shed. 

" Oh, look, daddy r said Effie, '' here coroea tbe lady wbo 
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was drownded with yoa, and a gentleman ;*' and to Beatrice'a 
great relief the child ran forward and met them. 

" Ah r' thongbt Oeoffrey, to himself, '* that is the man Hon- 
oria aaid ahe was engaged ta Well, I don't think very moch of 
her taste.'' 

In another roinate thej had anived Oeoffrej shook hands 
with Beatrice, and waa introdnced to Owen Davies, who mor- 
roored something in reply, and promptly took his departnre. 

They ezamincd the canoe together, and then walked slowly 
op to the VicaragOy Beatrice holding E£5e by the hand. Oppo- 
site the reef ihey halted for a roinute. 

^ There ia the Table Rock on which wc were thrown, Mr. 
Binghara,'' said Beatrice, " and hcre is where they carried os 
ashore. The sea does not look as thoagh it wonld drown any 
one to-night» does it f Bee I** — and she threw a stooe into it — 
** the ripples mn aa évenly as they do on a pond." 

She spoke idiy, and Geoffrey answered her idly, for neither 
were thinking of their words. Rather were they thinking of 
the strange chance that had bronght them together in an honr 
of deadly peril, and now left them together in an honr of peace. 
Perbaps, too, they were wondering to what end this had come 
aboat For, agnostics, atheista, or believcrs, are we not, most 
of os, fatalists at heartf 
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CHAFIEB Zn. 
THs momro ov thx uajêok 

6xo#FRBT foand hiroadf rerj oomfoitable al the Ykang^ 
aod as for Effie, she pontiTei j reTeUed in ik Beatiioa lookid 
after her, taking her to bed at nigfat and bdping ber to dvM» 
in the moming ; and Beatrioe was a greal improvemoit qpon 
Anne. When Geoffrey became aware of thia ba Temoaaliatad^ 
aaying that he had nerer ezpected ber to act as noiae to tbo 
cbild» bat she replied ibat it was a pkasare to ber to do aoy-* 
which was the trath. In other ways, too, tbo plaee was au tliat 
he desired. He did not like Elizabeth, bat then be did not see 
▼erj ranch of her, and the old fanner-clergyman was amnsing 
in his waj, with his endless talk of tithes and crops, and tbe 
iniqnities of the rebellioas Jones, on whom he was going to dia- 
train. 

For the first day or two GeofErey had no more conversations 
with Beatrice. Most of tlie time she was awaj at the school, 
and on the Satnrdaj aftemoon, when she was free, be went 
ont to the Red Rocks cnrlew-shooting. At first he thooght of 
asking her to eome too, bnt tbcn it occnrrcd to him that she 
might wish to go out with Mr. Davies, to wbom he stil! snp- 
posed she was engaged. It was no affair of bis, jet he was 
glad when he came back to find that she had been ont with 
Effie and not with Mr. Davies. 

On Sonday morning they all went to chnrch, inclnding Bea. 
trice. It was a bare little charch, and the congr^ation was 
amall. Mr. Granger went throagh tbe service with abont as 
mnch liveliness as a horse driving a machine. He gronnd it 
ont — prayers, psalms, litany, lessons, all in the same depressing 
way — till Geoffrey feit inclined to go to sleep, and then took 
to watcbing Beatrice's sweet face instead. He wondered what 
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made her look ao sad. Hcre was'always a aad face when io re- 
poae, that he knew, bat to-daj it was particularlj so ; and what 
waa more, the looked wbrried as well as sad. Once or twice he 
aaw her glance at Mr. Davies, who was sitting opposite, the sol- 
iUry occapant of an eDortnons pew, and he thonght that there 
was apprebeDsion io her look. But Mr. Davies did not return 
the glance. To jadge from his appearance, nothing was troob- 
ling his miDd. 

lodeed Oeoffrej, stadying him in the samo waj tliat ho in- 
stinctiTelj stodied everybody whoro he met, thooght that he 
bad never before seen a man who looked qoite more oz-like and 
absolotely comfortable, and yet he never was more completely at 
fanlt^ The man seemed stolid and cold indeed, bnt it was the 
coldness of a volcano. His hcart was a-firo. AH the homan 
forces in him, all the energies of his sturdy lifo had concentrated 
thomselres in a single passion for lbo woroan who was so near 
and yet so f ar from him. He had never drawn npon the 
store, had never frittered his hcart away. This woman, strange 
and nnnsual as it may secm, was ab«olntc]y the first whose 
glance or voice had ever sttrred his blood. His passion for her 
had grown slowly ; for years it had been growing, ever since 
the gray-cyed girl on the brink of woman bood had condncted 
him to his Gtttle home. It was no fancy, no light desire to 
pass with the year which broaght it. Owen had little imag- 
ination, that soil from which lovo springs with the rank swift- 
neas of a tropic blóom, to fade at tbc first chili breath of change. 
His paasion was an nnalterable f act It was rooted lifce an oak 
on oor stiff English soil, its fibres wrapped his heart, aad shot 
his being throngb, and if so strong a ga\e shonld rise that it 
most fall, then he too woold be overthrown. 

For years now he had thooght of little clse than Bcatrice. 
To win her he woold have given all his wcalth — ay, thrice over, 
if that were possible. To win her, to know her his by right, 
and bia alone — ah, that woold be heaven ! His blood qoivered 
and bia mind grew dim when he thooght of it What woold 
it be to see her standing by him as she stood now, and know 
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tbat sbe was his wifo! There is do fómi of pnsioD mon te^ 
riblo tban ibis. lts very eaiihiiiest makes'it éwfèL 

The service went cd. At last Mr. Ghraoger moonted the pol- 
pit and began to read bis sermon, of wbich tbc tezt waa, ''Bot 
the greatest of tbese is charity.** Oeofiey Doticed that he 
bnngled orer soroe of the words^ then soddeoly remembeied 
Beatrice bad told bim that she had written the aermon, and 
was all attcDtioD. He was Dot disappointed. NotwithsUnding 
Mr. Granger's iDfamoos reading^ and hb habit of dropping hia 
▼oice at the end of a sentence instead of mising it, the bttnty 
of tbe tboagbts and diction wero very apparcnt It was in* 
deed a discoarse tbat roight eqnally well have been deÜTeied in 
a Mobammedan or Baddhiit place of worship ; there waa potfa- 
ing distinctivelj Cbristian abont It; it merely appealed to the 
good in bnman nature. Bot of tbis neither the preachcr-nor 
bis aadience seemed to be aware — indeed, few of the latter 
wcre listcning at all. Tbc sennon waa sborti and ended witfa n 
passage of real power and beaoty — or, ratber, it did not end, for 
closing tbe MS. sheets, Mr. Granger foliowed on witb a few im* 
promptu reroarks of bis own. 

*'And now, brethren," be said, ''I bave been preacbing to 
yon aboat cbarity, bat I wisb to add ooe remark. Cbarity be- 
gins at home. Tbere is abont a bnndred poonds of tithe owing 
to rae, and soine of it bas been owing for two ycars and more. 
If that tithe is not paid I shall have to put distraint on some 
of you, and I thonght that I had better take tbis opportnnity 
to teil yon so." 

Then be gave the benediction. 

The contrast between this business-like speech and the bean- 
tif ui periods wbich had gone bef ore was so ridiculous that Geof- 
frey very nearly barst ont laughing, and Beatrice smiled. So 
did tbc rest of the congrogation, excepting one or two wbo 
o wed tithe, and O wen Davics, wbo was thinking of other thing^ 

As they went throngh the chnrch>yard Geoffrey noticed some- 
thing. Beatrice was a few paces abead, holding £ffie*s hand. 
Presently Mr. Davics passed liim,apparently without sceiog hiin. 
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and greeted Beatrice, wbo bowcd slightlj in acknowlcdginent. 
He walked a littlo waj without speakiog, then GeoflErey, jast as 
they reached the chnrch gate, heard him say, " At f onr this af- 
ternoon, then.^ Agaio she bowed her head, aod he tarncd and 
went As for Geoffrey, he wondered what it all ineant ; was 
the eogaged to him, or was she notf 

Dinoer was a somowhat sileot meal. Mr. Grangcr was think- 
iDg aboot bis tithe, also aboot a sick cow. Elizabeth^s thoaghts 
porsaed some dark and devioas course of tbeir own — not an al- 
together agreeable one, to jndge froro her face. Beatrice looked 
pale and worried; ctcd Effio^s sallies did not do more tban 
make her sroile. As for Gcoffroy himself, he was cngaged in 
wondering, in an idle sort of wnj, what was going to happen at 
fonr oVlock. 

*'YoQ ia all very dall/'said Ëffie at last, with a charming 
disregard of grammar. 

" People onght to be dnll on Sunday, Effic/' answercd Bea- 
trice, with an effort ; " at least, I snpposo so/' she added. 

Elizabeih, who was aggressivcly religieus, frowned at thb re- 
mark. She knew her sister did not mean it 

*^ What are yoo going to do this aftcmoon, Beatrice f' she 
askedy soddenly. She bad seen Owen Davics go up and speak 
to her aister, and thongh she had not been ncar cnough to catch 
the wordti scented an assignation from afar. 

Beatrice colored slightly ; a f act that escapcd neithcr her sis- 
ter nor Geoffrey. 

*'I ara going to see Jane LlewcUyn,** she answered. Jane 
LIewellyn was the crazy little girl whose tale bas been told. 
Up to that moment Beatrice had no idea of going to see her, 
bat she knew that Elizabeth wonld not follow her thcre, bo- 
caose the child could not end ure Elizabeth. 

^ Ohy I thooght that perhaps you were going out walking.^ 

^ I may walk afterwards/' answered Beatrice, shortly. 

^ So there is an assignation,'* thonght Elizabeth, and a cold 
glearo of intelligence passed across her face. 

Shortly aftcr dinncr Beatrice put on her bonnet and went 
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oot Ten minotcs patBed, and Eliiahfilh did the miie. Uien 
Mr. Graoger annoonoed tbat he waa going op to the farm (theie 
was no aervice till siz) to aee aboat the idek eow, and a^ed 
^^ffrey if he woold like to acoompany him. He aaid that he 
mïght a& welly if £ffie conld eome; and, baring lit hia {Mpe» 
they sUrtcd. 

Meanwbile Beatrice went to aee the craxy ebild. She waa 
oot violent to-day, and scaroely knew her. Before ahe had 
been in the hoase ten minntea the aitnation dereloped itaelf. 

The cottage stood abont two-thirda of the way down a atrag- 
gHng Street, which was qnite empty, for Bryngdly alept after 
dinner on Snnday. At the top of tbia atreet appeared Eliaa- 
betb, a Bible in her band, aa thongh on diatrict naiting intent 
She looked down the ttreet, and aeeing nobody, went for a little 
^alk ; then, retaming, once oiore looked down the street This 
time sbe was rewarded. The door of the Liewellyna* cottage 
opened and Beatrice appeared. Instantly Ëlizabcth withdrew 
to snch a position tbat sbe conld see withont being seen, and, 
standing as thongh irresolnte, awaited cventa. Beatrice tnmed 
and took the road tbat led to the bcacb. Thcn Elizabetb'a ir- 
resolution disappeared. She also tumed and took the road to 
the cliff, walking very fast. Passing bebind the Vicarage, ahe 
gained a point where the beach narrowed to a width of not 
niore than fifty yards, and sat down. Presently she saw a man 
coming along the sand, beneath her, walking very qnickly. It 
was Owen Davies. She waited and watched. Seven or eight 
minntes passed, and a woman in a white dress passed. It was 
Beatrice, walking slowly. 

" Ah r' said Ëlizabeth, setting her teeth, " as I thongbf' 

Rising, she pnrsued ber path along the clifE, kccping three or 
fonr hnndrcd yards ahead, which sbe could easily do by taking 
short cnts. It was a long walk, and Ëlizabeth, who waa not 
fond of walking, got very tired of it But sbe was a woman 
with a pnrpose, and, as sneb, bard to beat So sbe kept on 
steadily for nearly an bonr, till at length sbe caroe to the spot 
known as the Ampbitbeatre. This Amphitbeatre, sitnated 
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almost opposito the Bed Rocks, was a half-ring of cliff, the sides 
of which nm iD a semicircle almost down to the water's edge — 
that is, at high tide. In the centre of the segment thos formcd 
was a large flat stone, so placed that anybody in certain posi. 
tions on the cliff abovo coold coromand a view of it, thbogh it 
waa screened by the projecting wulls of rock from observation 
from the beach. Elizabeth clambered a little waj down the 
sloping side of the cliff and lookcd i on the stone, bis back tow- 
ards her, sat O wen Davics. Slipping from stratam to stratum 
of the broken cliff, Elizabeth drcw slowlj nearer, till at length 
she was within fiftj paces of the seatcd man. Here, ensconcing 
herself behind a cleft rock, she also sat down — it was not safe 
to go closer, bat in case she shoald bj an j chance be observed 
from above, she opened tho Bible on her knee, as though she 
had songht tbis quiet spot to stndy its pages. 

Three or fonr minutes passed and Bcatrico appearcd round 
the projecting angle of tho Amphitheatre, and walked slowly 
across the Icvel sand. Owen Davics rosé and stretcbcd oat his 
hand to welcome her, hut she did not take it ; she only bowed, 
and then scated herself npon the large flat stone. Owen aUo 
scated himself on it, bat some thrce or fonr fcet awaj. Eliza- 
beth thmst her white face forward till it was almost level with 
the Upa of the cleft rock, and strained her ears to listen. Alas ! 
alie conld not hear a single word. 

** Ton asked me to coroe here, Mr. Davies,'* said Beatricc, 
breaking the painfal silence. " I have come.*^ 

*' Tes,^ he answercd, " I asked jou to como becanse I wantcd 
to speak to yon.** 

''Teaf' said Beatrice, looking np from her occopation of 
digging little holes in the sand with the point of her parasol 
Her face was calm enongh, bat her heart beat fast bcneath her 
breast 

'* I want to ask yoa," he said, speaking slowly and tbickly, 
" if yoa will be my wife P 

Beatricc opened her lipa to speak, then, seetng that he had 
only pansed becanse his inward emotion chcckcd his words, 
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sboi them agiÜD, and weot on diggiog little hokt. She wiihed 
to reply on the whole case» as a law jer woold tay. 

" I want to ask joiiy** he repeated, ^ to be my wife. I hata 
wUhed to do ao for aome yean^ bat I have nerer been abh to 
briDg m jself to it. It ia a grcat alep to taka^ and my happinwi 
depends on it Do not answw roe y^** be went on, bia woida 
gathciÏDsr f orce as be ipoke. " listen to wbat I bave to teil 
yoQ. I bsTo been a londy man all my life. At aea I vas 
lonelj, and sioce I bave come into tbis fortnne I bava been 
lonelier still. I never loved anybody or anytbing till I b^gan 
to lore you, and tben I loved yoo more and more aadmoie^ tïU 
now I have only one tbougbt in all my life ; and tbat tbongbt is 
ofjoo. Wbile I am awake I think of yon, and wben I am ail e cp 
Idroamofvoo. Listen, Beatrioe, listen ! I bave aever loTcd any 
othcr iroroan, I bsTc scarcely spoken to one— only yoo, Bea» 
trice. I csn gire jon a great deal, and everytbing I bare sball be 
yonrs, only I sbonld be jcalons of yoo — ^yes, rery jealoos T 

Here she ghnced at his face It was outwaidly calai,bot 
white as dealh« and in the blne ejcs, generalij so f^acid, sbone 
a fire tbat bv contrsst lookcd almost onbolr. 

" I think that jon have said enongh. Mr. Davies,^ sbe an- 
svene^l ** I am verj much obliired to jou. I am rery mncb 
bonored, for in some wajs I ara col jonr eqaal ; bat I do oót 
lovc Tou, and I cannot msxrv tod, and I think it best to tdl 
JOU so p^ainlj, once and for all,** and onconscioosly sbe went 
on diii^ni; the holes. 

"* OK «Üo not SST that T he answened. a!mo§t in a moan. ** For 
God*s sake. don^t sav thst ! It wili kill nie to lose Toa. I tbink 
I shoaid go niai. Marrj roe. and voa vill learn to lore me^" 

Beatrir^ irUrcisi at hhn again, and a pxng of pitj pieioed 
hor hearL Slie did no; kr.ov ii was so bsd a ease as ihis^ It 
stnjci iicr liv\ tist she was doiri: a fooiish iLiag from a woridly 
poiat of Tiew. The man :oTied her, an j Tras Tenr etigible. He 
onlj asked of her what most women a:e willisg enoo^ to gire 
wnder ciivamstane<* so faroiabje to ibeir weu3>i«isQg — benelL 
l^ul she had nevcr Kkod him ; be had al wars rfpeiled ber, and 
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she was noi a woman to niany a man vbom she did not like. 
Also, doring the last week, this dislike and repolsion had hard- 
ened and strengthened. Vagaelj, as he pleaded with her, Bea- 
trioe wondered why, and as she did so her eye feil npon the 
pattern she was antomatically pricking in the sand. It had 
taken the form of letters, and the letters were 6 £0 FF RE — 
Oreat Heaven ! Conld that be the answerf 8be flnshed crim- 
aon with shame at the thonght, and passed her foot across the 
lelltale letters, as she belieTed, obliterating them. 

Owen saw the softening of her ejes and saw the blash, and 
misinterpreted them. Thinking that she was relenting, by In- 
stinct, rather than from any teaching of ezperience, he attempt- 
ed to take her hand. With a tnm of the arm, so quick that 
even Eliaabeth watching with all her eyes saw nothing of the 
moTeroent, Beatrice twisted herself free. 

** Don't tonch me f' she said, sharpiy, *' yon have no right to 
tonch me. I have answered yon. Mr. Davies." 

Owen withdrew his hand abashcd, and for a moment sat 
stil], bis chin resting on his breast, a very pictnre of despair. 
Nothing, indeed, conld break the stolid calm of his features, 
bnt the violence of his emotion was evident in the qnick shiver- 
ing of his limbs and his short deep breaths. 

** Can yoQ give me no hope T he said at last, in a slow heavy 
Toice. ^ For Ood's sake, think before yon answer I — yon don*t 
know what it means to me. It is nothing to yon — yon cannot 
feeL I feel, and yonr words ent like a knife. I know that I 
am heavy and stnpid, bnt I feel as thongh yon had killed me. 
Tou are heartless, qnite hearüess T 

Again Beatrice softened a little. She was tonched and flat- 
tered. Where is the woman who woald not have been f 

" What can I say to yon. Mr. Davies f' she answered, in a 
kindcr voioe. ^I cannot roarry yon. How can I marry yon 
wbeo I do not love youT 

** Plenty of women marry men whom they do not love." 

*'TbeD they are bad woraen," answered Beatrice with energy. 

**Tlie worid doea not think so," he said again; **the world 



and that is saying a good deal. Sapposing I shoold 
JOU ; sapposing tbat I married jou, not loving you, \i 
it be for! For joar money and your position, aod t< 
a married woman ; and what do yoa sappose I shool* 
myself in roy hcart then f No, no ; I may be bad, l 
not fallen so low as that Find another wife. Mr. D 
world is wide, and tbere are plenty of women in it 
love yoa for your own sake, or wbo at any rate will 
particnlar. Forget me, and leave me to go my own 
not yonr way." 

*' Leavo you to go your own way T be answered, a] 
passion — " tbat is, leave yoa to somo otber man. Oi 
bear to tbink of it ! I ara jealons of every man i 
near you. Do yoa know bow beaatiful yoa are f 
too beaatifal ; every man mast love yoa as I do. 
took anybody else I tbink tbat I sbould kill bim f' 
'* Do not speak liko tbat, Mr. Davics, or I sball go. 
He stopped at once. *'Don*t goT' be said, ie 
^* Listen. Yoa said tbat yoa woald not marry me b 
did not love me. Sapposing tbat yoa leamed to loi 
in a year'a time, Beatrice — woald yoa marry me the 
'* I woald marry any man wbom I loved," sbe ans 
'* Then if yoa learn to love me yoa will marry me 
'* Oh, tbb is ridicalons !" sbe said. "It is not prol 
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Beatrice thooght for a moment. Soch a promise coold do 
her no banu, and in the conree of siz months or a year he 
might get osed to the idea of living withont her. Also, it 
wonld prevent a scène. It was weak of her, bnt she dreadod 
the idea of her having refnsed Owen Davies coming to her fa- 
ther's ears. 

** If yoQ wish it, Mr. Davies," she said, " so be it. Onlj I 
ask 70Q to onderstand this — ^I am in no waj tied to yon. I 
give 70Q no hope that mj answer, shonld yon renew this offer 
a year hence, or at any other time, wili differ f rom that I give 
yoQ to-day. I do not think thcre is the slightest probability 
of soch a thing. AIso, it mnst be undcrstood that yon are not 
to speak to my father abont this matter, or to trooble me in 
any way. Do yoo consent f' 

*'Tes," he answered, *'I consent. Yon have me at yoor 
mercy." 

** Very well. And now, Mr. Davies, good-bye. No, do not 
walk back with me. I had rather go by myself. Bnt I want 
to say this: I am very sorry for what has happened. I have 
not wished it to happen. I have never encooraged it, and my 
hands are clean of it Bot I am sorry, sorry beyond measore, 
and I repeat what I said before — seek oot some other woman 
and marry her.^ 

*'That is the croelest thing of all the croel things which yoo 
have said,'' he aoswered. 

^I did not mean it to be croel, Mr. Davies, bot I soppose 
that the troth often is. And now good-bye," and Beatrice 
stretched oot her hand. 

He tooched it, and she tomed and went. Bot Owen did 
not ga He sat opon the rock, his head bowcd in misery. He 
bad staked all his hopes opon this woroan. She was the ono 
deairable thing to him, the one star in his somewhat leaden sky, 
and now that star was eclipsed. Her words were oneqoivocal ; 
they gave bot little hope. Beatrice was scarcely a woman to 
torn roond in siz months or a year. On the contrary, thero 
was a fizity abont her which frightened him. What conld ba 



• tvai^ ttureiy i»aai masi oe t&e cause. 2So 
ibis thing. Bat who ! 

At this moment a womao's shadow feil 
** Ob, have y oa como back f* be cricd, 8| 
'* If yoa mean Beatrice/' answercd a voic 
— "she went dowD tbo beacb ten minatc 
to be on the cliff, and I saw her/' 

" Oh, I b<^ yoar pardon, Miaa Granger,^ 
did not 8ce who it was.^ 

Elizabeth sat down npon the rock wher 
and, aeeing the little holes in the beach, 
clear them of the sand which Beatrice hi 
with her foot This was no difficolt ro^ 
were deeply dog, and it was easy to tracé tl 
ently they were nearly all clear — that is, tbo 
'' Yoa have had a talk with Beatrice, Mr 
^ Yes,*' be answered, apatbeUcalIy. 
ElizabeÜi paosed. Then she took her bi 
^ Are yoa going to marry Beatrice, Mr. ] 
** I don't know,*' be answered, slowly, an 
It seemed natoral to him tbat bis own een 
be present in her mind. " I love her dearly, 
her.^ 

** She refased yoo, then f* 
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^I kilow; you are very kind. Help nie, aod I shall alwajs 
be gratef dl to. yoo. I do not know — I almost think that tbcre 
maat be somebodj else, odIj I don*t know who it caa be." 

'^Ahr said Elizabeth, wbo bad been gazing inteotly at tbe 
little holea in tbe beacb, wbicb sbe had now cleared of tbe sand. 
**0i coone tbat ia possible. Sbe is a cnrioas girl, Beatrice is. 
What are tbose letters, Mr. Da vies f' ^ 

He looked at tbem idiy. " Sometbing yoiir sister was writ- 
ing wbile I talked to ber. I remeinber seeing ber do it" 

"O E O F F R E— wby, it most be meant for Geoffrey I 
Tes^ of coorse it is possible tbat tbere is somebody else, Mr. Da- 
viea. Geoffrey I — bow cnrions !" 

^ Why is it carions. Miss Orangerf Wbo is Geoffrey f' 

Elizabetb laagbed a disagreeable little laagb tbat soinebow 
attractod Owen^s attention more tban ber words. 

^ How shonld I know! It mast bc some friend of Beatrice\ 
and one of wboro sbe is tbinking a good deal, or sbe would not 
write bis namó nnconscioosly. Tbe only Geoffrey tbat I know 
ia Mr. Geoffrey Bingbam, tiie barrister, wbo is staying at tbe 
Vicarage, and wbose life Beatrice saved." Sbe paused to watcb 
ber companion's face, and saw a new idea creep across its sto- 
Hdity. " Bot of conrse," sbe went on, " it cannot be Mr. Bing- 
ham tbat sbe was tbinking of, becanse, yon see, be is marricd." 

^ Married !*' be said ; *' yea, bnt be*s a man for all tbat, and a 
?ery handsome one." 

**Ye8,I sbonld call him bandsome — a fine man," Elizabetb 
anawered, criUcally ; " bnt, as Beatrice said tbe otber day, tbe 
grsat cbarm abont bim is bis talk and power of mind. He is 
a very remarkable man, and tbe world will bear of bim before 
be baa done. Bot, bowever, all tbis is neitber bere nor therc. 
Beatrice is a canons woman, and bas strange ideas, bnt I am 
aore tbat sbe wonld never carry on witb a married man." 

**Bat be migbt carry on witb her, Miss Elizabetb." 

Sbe laagbed. '*Do yoa really tbink tbat a man like Mr. 
Bingbaro wonld try to flirt witb girls withoot encoaragementf 
Men like that are as prond as women, and proader ; the lêdy most 
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alwajs be a step ahéad. But whaiis thegoodof talkiiigdMNit 
soch a thing f It ia «11 nonsenae. Beatrioe maat have beea 
tbiokiog of some other Gaoffrey* or it waa a& aeddeiit or aome- 
thing. Why, Mr. Danei^ if you for one momeDt raaDy baüsfad 
that dear Beatrioe coold be gnilty of aoch a ahameleaa ihiag m 
to carry on a flirtatioii with a mamed man, wonld yoa haifo 
asked lier to luairy yoa! WoaU yoa still think of aakang aiidi 
a woman as sbe mort be to beoome yoor wife f 

'* I doo't know ; I auppoae not»" he aaid, doobtfolly. 

*' YoD soppoae not 1 I koow yoa botter than yoa know yoor- 
self. Yoo would rather never marry at all than tako aodi a 
woman as sbe wonld be proved to be. Bot it ia no good tdk- 
ing sneb stofE. If yoo have a ri?a], yoa may be sore it ia aome 
nnroarried man.** 

Owen reflccted in his heart that on tbe wbole he woold rath- 
er it was a married one, since a roarried man, at any rate, conld 
not legally take possession of Beatrice. Bot Elizabetb's rigid 
morality alanned bim, and be did not say so. 

'' Do yoo know, I fee! a little npset, Miss Elizabetb," he an- 
swered. '* I tbink I will bo going. Bj-tbe-way, I promised to 
say notbing of this to yonr fatber. I hope that yoo will not 
do so eitber." 

'^ Most certainly not,^ said Elizabetb ; and indeed it wonld be 
tbe last thing slie wonld wish to do. '* Well, good-bye, Mr. 
Davies ; do not be downbeartcd, it will all come right in the 
end. Yoo will always have roe to help yoo, remember." 

'* Tbank yoo, thank yoo T* he said, eamestly, and went 

Elizabetb watcbed him ronnd the wall of rock with a cold 
and ogly smile set npon her face. 

" You fooi !" sbe thonght— " yoo fooi ! To teil me that yoo 
Move her dearly and want to marry her.* Yon want to get 
that swéet face of bers, do yoo ? Yoo never sball ; Fd spoil it 
first ! Dear Beatrice, sbe is not capable of carrying on a love 
affair with a married man — oh, certainly not ! Why, she*s in 
love with him already, and he is more than half in love with 
her. If sbe hadn*t been, wonld sbe have pnt Owen off f Not 
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she. Oive them time, and we shail ik^ They will raiQ each 
other — ^they must min cacb otlier. It woD*t be child's play 
when two people like that fall in )ove. Tbcj will ooi stop at 
aighs : there is too mnch horoaD oatore aboot them. It was a 
good idea to get him into the house. And to see her go on 
with ihat child Bffie, jast as thongh she was its mother — it 
roakea me laugh. Ah, Beatricé, with all yoor wits, you are a 
ÜII7 woman, and one day, my dear girl, I shall have the pleas- 
nre of exposing yoa to Owen ; the idol will be unveiled, and 
there will be an end of yonr chances with him, for he CHn*t 
marry yoa after that Tlien my tarn will come. It's a qoes- 
tion of time— only a question of time f* 

So brooded Elizabeth in her heart, raaddencd with malicions 
envy and passionate jealonsy. She loved this man, Owcn Da- 
Ties, as mncli as she conld lovè anybody ; at the least, she dear- 
ly loTed the wealth and station of which he was the visiblo cen- 
tre, and she hated the sister wbom he desircd. If she could 
only discredit that sister, and show her to be gnilty of wom- 
an*s worst crime — misplaccd, nnlegalized affection — sarely, she 
thonght, he would reject her. 

She was wrong. She did not know how cntirely he desirod 
to roake Beatrice his wife, or realize how forgiving a man can 
be who has snch an end to gain. It is of the women who al- 
ready weary them, and of their infidelity, that men are so ready 
to roake ezamplcs; not of thoso who do not belong to them, 
and whom they long for night and day. To these they can be 
▼ory roercif nL 
8 
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Mkakwhilk Beatrice was walking hom 
easy mind. The troublc was upon her. 
SQCceeded in poBtponiDg it a Httle, bat she '. 
it was only a postponement Owcd Davie 
be easily shaken ofiL She almosi wished 
crnshed the idea once and for all. But t 
gone to her father, and thére mnst hare be 
was weak enough to shrink from that, e 
Bingham was in the house. She could w( 
may, not to say the fary, of her money-lov 
were to hear that she had refnsed — actaii 
Davies of Bryngelly Castlo and all his wéalt 

Then there was Elizabeth to be reckone 
would assaredly make her life a barden to 1 
gnessed that nothing woald snit her sister's 
if only she coold shake the dost of Biyn 
Bat that too was impossible. She was qni 
JShe might, it was true, suceced in gettiog ao 
trcss to a school in soroc distant part of £i 
for an insannoiintable obstacle. Here she r 
scventy-five poonds a year ; of this she kept 

nf whif*h »lAn<lAr finm «}»a /»Anfrïvo«1 f/\ At^s 
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bo notliiiifr Icft to ftcnd home II was a pitiablo pOAÜion. lloro 
was shc, who had jiiAt rcfiiBcil a man worih thouRanüs a ycar, 
qnito unable to gei out of the way of his importuntty for the 
want of 80Tcnty-fivc pounds, paid quartcriy. Wcll, tho only 
thiDg to do was to face it out and tako her chancc. On onc 
point ftlio was, howover, quitc clear : sho wonhl not marry Owcn 
Davics. Sho might bo a fooi for her pains, but sho would not 
do it. Sho Fcspcctcd hcrsclf too much to marry a man sho did 
not lovc, a man whom sho positively dislikcd. '*No, novcrr* 
she cxclaimod aloud, stamping her foot upon tho sliingle. 

"Nevcr whatf' said a voicc within two yards of her. 

Sho startod violently, and looked round. There, his back 
resting against a rock, a pi po in his month, an open Icttor on 
his knec, and his hat drawn down almost over his cyes, sat 
Ocoffrcy. He had left Eflie to go liomo with Mr.Qranger, and, 
climbing down a sloping placo in tho diff, had strolled along 
tho bcach. Tho letter on his knee was ono from his wifc. It 
was short, and thero was nothing particular in it EfHo^s name 
was not even mentioned. It was to see if he had not overlookcd 
it that he was rcading tlie noto through again. No ; it merely 
related to Ijady llonoria's safe arrivnl, gave a list of the peopic 
staving at tho Hall — a f^ist lot, Qcoiïrcy noticed, a certain Mr. 
Dunstan, whom he particularly dislikcd, among thcm — and tho 
number of brace of partridgos which had been killed on tho 
provious day. Then came an assiimnco that llonoria was en- 
joying herself immensely, and that tho now French cook was 
••simply perfect;" tho letter onding "with lovc." 

" Ncver what, Miis Oranger T ho said again, as he lazily fold- 
cd up tho sheet. 

" Nover mind, of coun»e," she answered, recovcring herscif. 
*' IIow yon startlod me. Mr. IMngham 1 I bad no idea thero was 
anybody on the bcach." 

•• It is quito f ree, is it not f' he answered, getting up. " 1 
thought you wore going to tramplo me into the pebblos. U's 
almost alarming, when ono is thinking about a Sunday nap, to 
seo a young lady slriding along, and then saddcnly stop, stamp 



** lu two ways. Look !" he said, poïnting to a pa 
sand. *' That, I think, is your footprint." 

'' Wcll, what of itf' said Bcatricc, with a littlo h 

** Notbing in particniar, cxccpt lliat it is yonr fc 
answercd. *'Then I liappcncd to meet old Edwa 
loafing along, and ho inforroed mo that yon and Mi 
gone op the beach ; there is his footprint — Mr. Dav 
— bat you don't sccm to havo been vcry sociable, 
is yoara right in the middie of it Therefore yo 
been walking in Indian file, and a little way bacl 
lines, with quite thirty yards between yon.*^ 

" Wby do yoa take the troable to observe things 
sho asked, in a balf-amosed and lialf-angry tone. 

*' I don*t know — a habit of the Icgal mind, I sn 
niight mako quite a romance out of those footprint 
and the little sobsequent evcnts. But yon havo 
ray thrilling tale. Old Edward also informcd me 
your sister, Miss Elizabeth, going along the cliff 
with you, from which he had concludod that yoi 
as to the sbortcst way to the Red Rocks and wcr 
matter to the proof." 

*' Elizabeth F' said Beatrice, turning a shade ] 
can sho have been doing, I wonder !*' 

'* Taking exerciae, probably, likc yonrself. W* 

»* -_ï*i. — „ ^:^« ;„ 41,^ oKo/lnw nf thnt rock. wh 
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'^There is no plot; and, üs jon said jast dqw, tbe beach U 
f ree," Beatrice answered, petalantl j. . . 

They walked on f or a few yards, and then ho spoke in anoth- 
er tone : the meaning of the assignation he had overhcard in the 
charch-yard grew:clear to him now. 

^ I believe tbat I have to congratnlate yon, Miss Oranger," 
he sttd, '' and I do so very heartily. It is not everybody wbo is 
so fortanate as tp— ** 

Beatrice stopped, and, half tarning, faced him. 

** What do yoa mean, Mr. Bingbam T she said. " I do not 
onderstand yonr dark sayings." 

*' Mean I Oh, nothing in particalar, ezcept that I wjshed to 
congratnlate jon on yonr engagement" 

*' My engagement I What engagement f' 

*' It seems there is some mistake," ho said ; and stmgglo as he 
might to suppress it, bis tone was ono of relief. " I nnderstood 
that yon had become engagcd to be marricd to Mr. Owen Da- 
Ties. If I am wrong, I am snrc I apologize." 

*' Yon are qnite wrong. Mr. Bingbam ; I don't know wbo pot 
aoch a notion into yonr bead, bat there is no trath in it" 

**Then allow me to congratnlate yon on there being no tmth 
in it Ton see, that is the beanty of nine affairs matrimonial 
öot of ten — there are two or more sides to them. If they come 
of!^ the amiable and disinterested observer can look at the bright 
side — BS, in this case, lots of money, romantic castle by the sea, 
gentleman of nnezceptional antecedents, etc If, on the other 
hand, they don't, canse can still be fonnd for thankfalness — 
lady might do better, af ter all; castle by tbe sea ratber dranghty 
and cold in spring, gentleman most estimable bat perhaps a lit- 
tle dnll, and so on, yon see." 

There was a note of inockery abont bis talk which irritated 
Beatrice ezceedingly. It was not like Mr. Bingbam to speak 
so. It was not even the way that a gentleman ont of bis teens 
shoold speak to a lady on soch a subject He knew this as wcll 
as she did, and was secreüy ashamed of himself. Bat the trath 
most oot : thoogh Geoffrey did not admit it, even to himself, 
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of unfouDded gossip, and now joa take ai 
at me and to say rade things of Mr. Dav 

** Oh no I It was the f ootsteps, Miss 
sip, and the appointment joa made in t 
nnwillingly OTerheard — not tbo gossip i 
intó mj mistake. Of conrso I hare now 

Again Beatrico stamped her fooi. Sh 
mocking her, and feit that he did not bel 

''Thère!" he went on, stnng into anl 
bnt nnacknowledged jealoosy — for she wi 
he did not qnite believe what she naxd as 
gaged. '* How nnfortanate I am I I hi 
make yoa angry again. Why did yoa n 
vies f I shonld then have remained gniltli 
wonld haTB had a more agreeable comp 
qnarrel with me ; what shall we qnarrel ab 
things on which we are diametrically oppc 

It was too mach ; for thoagh bis woids \ 
in which he spoke gave them a sting. 
tnrbed in mind by the scène tbrongb whic 
breast already throbbing with a vagne troi 
not know the meaning, for once in her lil 
self and grew hystericaL Her gray eyes 

corners of her sweet month dmnnA*! nnA . 
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HM do it» I «in tdl yoa the tnitb, becaose I cannot bear XlaX 
yoa ihoold iiot bdiere me. Mr. Danes did want me to marry 
kim» and I refosed him. I pnt him off f or a while ; I did thia 
becMiae I knew that if I did not ho woold go to my father. It 
vat eowaidly, bot mj father woold make roy life wretched — ^ 
and again the gave a half-choked soh. 

Moch bat been «ud and written about the effect prodoced 
opon men by the nght of a lady in or on the border-line of 
teaia, and there ia no doobt that this effect is conüderable. 
Man being in his right mind is deeply mored by soch a spec- 
tade; abo, he is frightened, becaose he dreads a sceoc. Now, 
moet people woold rather walk ten miles in their dress-shocs 
than hare to deal with a yoong lady in hjsterics, howerer mod- 
ified. Geoffrey, potting the pecoliar circamstances of the case 
aside^ was no ezeeption to this mie. It was all very well to 
crosa spears wilh Beatrice, who had qoito an eqoal wit and was 
fery capable of retaliatiooy hut to see her sorrender at discretion 
was altogether another thing. Indeed, he feit mach ashained 
of himself. 

^Please don't — don't — be pot ootr he said. He did not 
like to nse the word ** cry.'* " I was only langhing at yon, bat 
I onght not hare spoken as I did. I did not wish to force 
yonr confidence, indeed I did not. I never tbougbt of soch a 
thing. I am so sorry f* 

His remorse was evidently genoine, and Beatrico feit some- 
what appeased. Perhaps it did not altogether grieve her to 
leam that she coold make him fecl sorry. 

*'Too did not force my confidence," she said, dcfiantly, qnite 
forgetting that a moment beforo she had reproached him for 
making her speak. **I told yoo becanso I did not choose that 
yoo shoold thiok I was not speaking the troth ; and now let os 
change the sobject" She imposed no reserve on him as to 
what she had revealed ; she knew that there was no neceasity 
to do sa The secret wonld be between them — another dan- 

gerons link. 
Beatrioe recovered her composore and they walked slowly on. 



" Yes ; bat sometimoa, if onl j I coold manage it, I 
I shoald like to gei awaj from bere, and take anotl 
sometbing biggen I do not sappose tbat I ever si 
like to tbink of it sometimes.** 

*' I onij know of two tbings wbicb a woman can 
be said, " tbe stage and literatare. Of coarse," be ad' 
\jy *' the first is ont of the qacstion in your case." 

"And so is the other, I am af raid," she answere< 
her head ; " tbat is, if bj literatare yoa mean imagin 
ing, and I sappose tbat is tbe oulj way to get into n 
I told yon, I lost my iraagination — well, to be franl 
lost my faitb. At one time I ased to have plenty» ai 
have plenty of faitb, bat tbe one went witb tbe other 
onderstand wby." 

'' Don't yoa ? I tbink I do. A mind witbont rel 
timent is a star without atmospbcre ; brighter than < 
bat not so soft to see. Rcligion, poetry, masic, in 
and even some of tbe more exalted forms of passi< 
in tbe same soil, and are, I sometimes tbink, differei 
tations of tbe same tbing. Do yoa know, it is ri< 
hear yoa talk of baving lost yoar faitb, becaase I d< 
it At tbe worst, it bas gone to sleep, and will wal 
one day. Possibly yoa may not accept some part 
of faitb : bnt I teil yoa frankly tbat to reject aïl re 
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are qoite right, and I ooly hope that I maj be able Uy bellere 
agaiD. I will teil joa how I lost belief. I bad a little brother 
whom I loTed more tban anjthiog else in the world ; indeed, 
after mj nother dïed he was Uie onlj thing I really had to lore, 
for I think that oij father cares more f or Elizabeth tban he does 
for me, she is so mach the better at business matters, and Eliza- 
beth and I never qaite got on. I dare say that the faalt is mine, 
bat the fact remains — we are sisters, bat we are not intimate. 
Welly mj brother feil ill of a ferer, and for a long time he laj 
between life and death, and I prajed for him as I never prayed 
for anybodj or anything before — ^yes, I prayed tbat I might 
die instead of him. Then he passed throagh the crisis and got 
better, and I thanked God, thinking that roy prayers had been 
answered. Oh, how happy I was for those ten days! And 
then this happened : my brother got a chili, a relapse followcd, 
and in three days he was dead. The last words that he spoke 
to me were : * Ob, don*t let me die, Bee V — he osed to call me 
Bee — * please don*t let me die, dear Bce ? Bat bc died, died 
in my arms, and when it was over I rosé from bis side feeling 
as thongh my heart was dead also. I prayed no more after 
that It seemed to me as thoagh roy prayers had beeo mocked 
at, as thoagh he had been givên back to me for a little while in 
order that tho blow might be more crashing when it fclL^ 

^ Don't yoa think that yoa were a little foolish in taking 
snch a riew P said Oeoffrey. '* Hare yoa not been amnsed 
sometimes to read aboat the early Cbristiansf how the lead 
woald not boil the martyr, or the lion wonld not eat him, or 
rain from a blae sky pat oat the fire, and how the pagan king 
at once was conrerted, and accepted a great many difficalt doc- 
trines withoat f arther delay f The Atbanasian Creed was not 
neeessarily trae becaase tho fire would not light or the sword 
woald not cut ; nor, excase me, were all yoar old beliefs wrong 
becaase your prayers were ananswered. It is an ancient story 
that we cannot teil whether tbc answering of onr petitions will 
be good or ill for as. Of coarse I do not know anything abont 
sach things, bat it seems to me rash to sapposo that Proridence 
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18 goiDg to alter the worUng of its eternal laws merdy to mit 
the passing wishes of individoals — ^wishes, too, thafc in maiiy 
cases woold bring nnforeseen sonowt if falfilled. Beudei, I 
daro say that the poor child is happier dead than he woold have 
been had he lived. It Is not an altogether pleasant woild for 
most of as." 

*' Yes, Mr. Bingham, I Imow ; and I dare aay that I ahoald 
have got over the shock in time, only after that I began to lead. 
I read the histories of the rdigions and compared them, and I 
read the works of the writera who have risen op to attack tbem. 
I fonnd — or I thonght that I fonnd — the same springa of an- 
perstitioQ in them all — saperstitions arising ^m elementaiy 
natanü causes, and handed on with rariationa f rom raoe to raoo 
and time to time. In some I fonnd the same story, only with 
a slighüy altered face, and I leamed, moreover, that each faitk 
denied the other, and claimed tmth for itself alone. 

'* After that, too, I went to the collie, and there I feil in 
with a lady, one of the mistresses, who was the clcverest woman 
that I ever knew, and in her way a good woroan^ bat one who 
believed that religion was the carse of the world, and who spent 
all her spare time in attacking it in some form or other. Poor 
thing ! sbe is dead now. And so, you see, what between these 
canses and the continaal spectacle of haman misery which to 
my mind negatives the idea of a mercifal and watching Power, 
at last it came to pass that the only altar left in my temple is 
an altar to the * Unknown God.' " 

Greoffrey, like roost men who have had to think on these 
matters, did not care to talk about them mach, especially to 
women: For one thing, he was conscions of a tendency to 
speech less rcverent than his thonght Bat he had not entered 
Beatrice's Charch of Darkness ; indeed, he had turned his back 
on it forever, thongh, like most people, he had at different pe- 
riods of his past Hf e tarricd an honr in its porch. So he ven- 
tared on an objection. 

** I am no theologian," he süd, *' and I am not fond of dia- 
cnssion on sach matters. Bat there are jast one or two thinga 
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I thoald likè to «ay. Il is no argament, to my mind at least, 
to point to the ezistence of evil and imhappiDessaroong men as 
a proof of the absence of a soperior Mercj ; for what are men 
thïit SQch things shonld not be with thera f Man, too, mast own 
aome roaster. If he has doobts, let him look op at the marshal- 
ling of the starry heavens, and they will vanish.** 

** Vot^ said Beatrice, ** I fear not Kant said so, bat before 
that Molière had pat the argament in the moath of a fooi. The 
starry hea?ens no more prove anything than does the running of 
the rain-drops down the window-pane. It is not a qncstion of 
siie and qnantity.** 

^'I might accept the illastration,'* answered Oeoffrey ; "one 
ezample of law is as good as another for mj parpose. I see in 
it all the working of a Ii?ing Will, bot of coarse that is only my 
way of looking at it, not yoars." 

''No; I aro afraid," said Beatrice, '* all this reasoning drawn 
ffom material things does not tonch roe. That is how the pa- 
gans made their religions, and it is how Paley strives to pro?e 
his. They argaed from the Oat to the In, f rora the material 
to the spiritual. It cannot be : if Cbristianity is trae, it must 
stand npon spiritual feet and speak with a spiritual voice, to 
be heard, not in the thunder-storm, but only in the hearts of 
men. The ezistence of Creative Force does not demonstrate 
the ezistence of a Bedeemer ; if anything, it tends to negativo 
it| for the power that creates is also the power which destroys. 
What does touch me, ho wever, b the thought of the multitude 
of the Dead. Tkat is what we care for, not for an Etemal 
Foroe, ever creaUng and destroying. Think of them all — all 
the souls of nnheard-of races, almost animal, who passed away 
so long agol Gan onrs endure more than theirsf and do you 
think that the spirit of an Ethiopian who died in the time of 
Moses is any where now f' 

'' There was room for them all on earth,** answered Oeoffrey ; 
"the universe is wide. It does not dismay me. There are 
mysteries in our nature, the nature we think we know — shail 
there be none in that which wo know not f Worlds die, to 
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live again when, «fier miUioni of agi^ the conditioiis beeome 
once more favorable to life, and why ahoiild not a maaf * Wa 
are creatnres of the woikl, we reflect ita ereiy üght and ahad- 
ow, we rejoice in ita lejoieiiigi^ ita eferj feature haa a tioj par* 
a)]^ in ns. Why ahonld not onr fate be aa ita fiitef and ita 
fate is, 80 far as we'lmow, eteniaL It may ehangefrom gaa to 
chaos, from chaos to aeti?e life, from actiye life to aeeming 
death. Theo it may once more paaa into ita elementi^ and 
from those elementa baok again to concrete bdng, and ao on 
forever, always chanj^ng, bnt alwaya the aame. So mnch fbr 
Natare's allegory. It ia not a perfect analogy, for man ia a 
thing apart from all thinga elae; it may be only a hint or a 
type, bnt it is soraething. 

'* Now to come to the qneation of onr rdigion. I confeaa 
I draw quite a different conclasion from yonr facta. Ton aay 
tbat yoa tracé the same sqperstitions in all religions, and that 
the same spiritual myths are in some shape present in almost 
all. Welly does not this snggest that the same great truth nn- 
derlics them all, faking from time to time the shape which 
is best suited to the spiritnal development of those professing 
each ? Every great new religion is better than the last Ton 
cannot compare Osirianism with Boddhism, or Bnddhism with 
Christianity, or Mohammedanism with Arabian idol worship. 
Take the old illastration — take a ent crystal and hold it in the 
san, and yoa will see many different colorcd rays come from 
its facets. They look different, bat they are all boi:n of the 
same great light ; they are all the same light May it not be 
so with religions ? Let yoar altar be to the ' Unknown God ' if 
yoa like — for who can give an analtering likeness to the Power 
above as f — but do not knock yoar altar down. 

" Depend apon it, Miss Granger, all iodications to the con- 
trary notwithstandiog, there is a watching Providence withont 
the will of which we cannot liye, and if we deliberately reject 
tbat Providence, settiog ap our intelligence in its place, sorrow 
will come of it, even here, for it is wiser than we. I wish that 
yoii woald try and look at the qnestion from another point of 
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▼iew — ^from a bigber point of view. I tbink yoa will find tbat 
it will bcar a great deal of ezamiDation, and that yoa will coroo 
to tbe eonclosion tbat tbe dictam of tbe wiscacre who says tbero 
is notbing becaose be can see notbing, is not necessarily a trao 
one. Tbere, tbat ia all I bave to say, and I wisb tbat I coald 
tay it bettcr.;* 

''Tbank yoo,** said Beatrice, " I will. Wby, bcre wc are at 
bome 1 I most go and pat Effie to bed.'* 

. And bere it may bo statcd tbat Geoffrey's advice was not al- 
togetber tbrown away. Beatrice did try looking at tbe qacs- 
tioD again, and if Faitb did not altogetber come back to ber, at 
kast Hope did, and *' tbe greatcst of tbese, whicb is Charity," 
bad noTer descrted ber. Hope came slowly back, not by arga- 
ment, probably, bat ratber by example. In tbe sca of Doabt 
sbe saw anotber baoycd^up, if it were bat on broken pieces of 
tbe sbip. Tbis encoaraged ber. G^offrey belicvcd, and sbe 
believed in Geoffrey. Indeed, is not tbis tbc secret of woman's 
pbilosopby— Ksren, to some eztent, of that of sacli a woman as 
Beatrice! ''Lot tbe faitb or anfaith of tbis, that, or tbe otber 
rabbi answer for me,** sbe says — it is ber last argamenU Sho 
belio?es ia tbis, or tbat, or some otber pbilosophcr : that is 
ber crced. And Geoffrey was the person in wbom Beatrice 
began to beliefe, all tbe more wbolly becanse sbe had never 
belief ed in any one beforc. Whatevcr clsc sho was to lose, this 
at least sbe won wben sbe savcd bis lifc 
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Ok tbe day foUowing tbeir religioos diaciusion an aoddant 
happened wbich resalted io Q^oSxtj rad Beatrice beiDg moie 
than ever tlirown in the eompanj of each other. . During the 
previous week two cases of scariatina bad been leported amoog 
tbe scbool cbildren, and now it was foand tbat tbe oompbdnt 
bad spread so mneb tbat it was neeessarj to dose the school. 
Tbis meant, of coorse, tbat Beatrice bad all her time apon her 
bands. And so bad Geoffrej. It was bis castom to bathe be- 
fore brèakfast, after wbicb be bad notbing to do for tbe rest of 
tbe day. Beatrice, with llttlc Ëffie, also batbéd before break- 
fast f rom the ladies' batbing-place, a qaarter of a mile off, and 
sometimes be wonld meet ber as she retnmed, glowing with 
bealtb and beaatj, like Yenns new risen f rom tbe Cjprian sea, 
ber balf-dried bair banging in heavy roasses down her back. 
Then after breakfast tbey would take Effie down to tbe beacb, 
and* her "anntie/'as tbe cbild learned to cali Beatrice, wonld 
teacb ber lessons and poetry till sbc waè tired, and ran away to 
paddie in the sea or look for prawns among the rocks. 

Meanwbile tbe cbild's fatber and Beatrice wonld talk—^ot 
aboot religion (tbcy spoke no more on tbat subject), nor abont 
Owen Davi&s, bat of everytbing else on eartb. Beatrice was a 
merry woman when she was happy, and tbey never lacked snb- 
jccts of conversation, for their minds were very much in tnno. 
In book-lcarning Beatrice had the advantage of Greoffrey, for 
she had not only read enormously, bnt she also remembered 
what she read, and conld apply it Her critical facnity, too, was 
very keen. He, on tbc other hand, had more knowledge of the 
world, and in bis rich days bad travelled a good deal, and so it 
caroe to pass tbat each conld always find soroething to teil tbe 
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ótber. Never for one second were thcy dall, not e?cn when 
thej tat for ad hoar or so in silence, for it was iho sileDce of 
eomplete conipanionBhip. 

So the long momiDg woold wear away all too qnicklj, and 
thaj wonld go in to dinner, to bo greeted witb a cold amile by 
Elixabetby and heartily onongh by the old gentleman, wbo never 
thooght of anything ont of hb own circle of aflEairs. After 
dinner it was the same story. Eithcr they went walking to 
look for fems and flowers, or pcrhaps Oeoffrey took bis gun 
and hid beliind the rocks for cnrlew, sending Boatricc, wbo 
knew the coast by beart, a mile ronnd or more, to some bead- 
land in order to pat them on the wing. Then she wonld como 
back, springing towards him from rock to rook, and cronch 
down beneath a neighboring sea-wecd-covered bowlder, and 
they wonld talk togetber in wbispers, or perbaps thcy wonld 
not talk at all, for fear lest they sbonld frighten the flighting 
birds. And Geoffrey wonld first search the heavcns for curlew 
or dnck, and, seeing none, wonld let bis eyes fall npon the pare 
beanty of Beatrice^s face, showing so clearly against the tender 
sky, and wonder what she was thinking abont ; till, saddenly 
feeling his gaae, she wonld turn witb a smile as sweet as the 
first rosy blnsh of dawn npon the waters, and ask him what hê 
was thinking abont And be wonld laugh and answer, "Ton ;" 
whereon she wonld smile again and perbaps blnsh a little, feel- 
ing glad at heart, she knew not why. 

Then came tea-tiroe and the qniet, when they sat at the open 
window, and Geoffrey smoked and listened to the soft surging 
of the lea and the harmonions whisper of the night air in the 
pineSi In the corner Mr. Grangcr slept in his arm-chair, or per- 
ïmp% be had gone to bed altogether, for he liked to go to bed 
at half-past eight, as the old Herefordshire farmer, his fathcr, 
had done before him ; and at the f ar end of the room sat Elix- 
abetb, doing her accounts by the light of a solitary candle, or, 
if tbéy failed her, reading some book of a derotional and iro- 
pro?ing character. Bnt orer the edge of the book, or from 
ihe page of crabbed accounts, her eyes wonld glance continnally 
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ligbt of the caodie glancing od her straw-co! 
ing IQ gleamiog white patches on her hard 1 

And so the happy day wonld pass, and t 
with it unbiddeo dreams. 

G^ffrey thoaght do iil of all this, as of c 
hhve thoaght He was not the ravening 1 
rarely, if ever, to be met with in real life — ge 
wbom be might dovoor. .. Ho had absolotely i 
trice's affections, any more than she had 01 
forgotten that first feil prescience of e?il to 
twice, it is tmc, aualrns of donbt did cross 
earlier days of their intimacy ; bat he pot tl 
He was no believer in the tender helplcssn 
women, his experience ha ving been that thei 
blo — and, for the roost part, roore than capab 
ter themsclvcs. It seemed to him a thing ric 
a person as Beatrice, who was competent to f 
a jadgmént apon all the important qnestions 
treated as a child, and that he shonld remove h 
gelly lest her yoang affections shonld becom< 
feit snre that they wonld never be entrappcd 
whatsoevor without her foll consent. 

Then he ccased to think about the matter at 
mcre idea of snch a thiner involvftd a mmnncït 
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bot he shrnij^ bis sbooldcn and pot it bj. Aftcr all» it wat 
bis lookooti and be did oot roocb cara It woald do ber no 
barro at tbe worst Bat vcrj soon all tbese sbadowy forebod- 
ings of dawning tronble vanisbcd qaite. Tbej were lost in 
tbe broady sweet ligbts of friendsbip. Bj-and-bj, wben frieod- 
s]iip*s day was dooe, tbej migbt ariso again, called by otber 
nameSy and weariog a steroer face. 

It was ridicoloos— of coorse it was ridicoloos ; be was oot 
goiog to fall in lore like a boy at bis time of life ; all bo feit 
was gratitode and interest ; all sbe feit was arooscment io bis 
society. As for tbe intimccy — feit ratbcr tban exprosscd — tbo 
iotimacy tbat ooold already almost enablc tbo ooe to di?ino tbo 
otber^s tboogbt, tbat coold sbape ber roood to bis and bis to liers, 
tbat coold caose tbe same tbing of beanty to be a coinmon joy, 
and diaco?er onity of mind in opinions tbc most opposite — wby, 
it was only catoral bctwcen peoplo who bad togctber passed a 
peril terrible to tbink of. So they took tbe goods the gods 
proTidedy and drifted softly on — wbitber tbey did not stop to 
inqoire. 

Ooe day, bowerer, a littlo iocident bappcncd tbat ongbt to 
bave opened tbe eyes of botb. Tbey bad arrangcd, or ratbcr 
tbere was a tacit ooderstaoding, tbat tbey sbould go oot to- 
getber io tbe afteroooo. Oeottrey was to takc bis go n and 
Beatrice a book, bot it cbaoced tbat, jast before dinncr, as sbc 
walked back from tbe Tillagc, wbcrc slie had gouc to bny somc 
tbread to mcnd Effie^s clotbes, Beatrice came face to faco witb 
Mr.DaTies. It was tbeir first meeting without witncsscs sinco 
tbe Snnday of wbicli tbc events bave been describcd, and natn- 
rally, tberefore, rather an awkward onc. Owen stopped short, so 
tbat sbe coold oot pass bim witb a bow, aod tben tamcd and 
walked beside ber. After a remark or two aboot the weather 
tbe spriogs of cooTcrsatioo rao dry. 

** ToQ remerober tbat yoo are coming op to the Castlo tbis 
af teroooo f' bc said, at Icogtb. 

""To tbe Casiler sbe aoswerod. " No, I have beard ootbiog 
ofiL*» 
O 



" Ob, I beg yoor pardon ! I do rcmembei 
made another plan — how stopid of rao T' 

" You had forgotten," bc said, in bis bcavy 
for yoQ to forget wbat I bavc been looking 
whole week. Wbat is yoar plan f to go oat * 
Bingham, I sappose." 

" Tesy" answered Beatrice, *^ to go oot with 

'* Ah I yon go out with Mr. Bingbara every 

*'And wbat if I dof' said Beatrice, qaick 
Davics, I have a right to go oat with whom I 

'* Tos, of coarse ; bat the engagement to coi 
was made first ; aro yon not going to keep it T 

** Of coarse I am going to keep it ; I alwa 
gagements wben I bavc any." 

" Very well, tbcn ; I sball cxpect yon at tbrc 

Beatrice went on home in a carionsly irrita 
mind. She did not want to go to the Castle, ai 
to go oat with Geoffrcy. However, thcre was i 

Wben she carae in to dinner she foand th« 
not tbere. He had, it seemed, gone to Inncb 
bcrs, whom he bad met on the beach. Bcfore h 
bad all tbree starled for the Castle, Beatrice Ica 
to this effect with Betty. 

A qaarter of an bonr aftcrwards Gcoffrcv caih 
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iDÜwnbleafteriiooD. Ilë Bcemed to 'miss 'Beatfico tnoro at 
erery step, and gradaallj to grow moro and moro angry at 
what be cdled ber *' radeness." Of conrso it never occorred to' 
him tbat wbat be was reallj angry at was her goiDg to seé Mr. 
Daviea; or tbat,io trath,ber society bad become so delightful 
to bimtbat to be deprived of it even for an aft^rnoon was to 
bo wretcbed. To top e?erjtbiDg, be onij got tbree good sbots 
tbat aftemooD, and be missed tbem all, wbich made biih crosser 
tbao eror. 

As for Beatrioe, sbe èn jojed berself jast as little at the Castle 
as Geoftrey did on tbe be^b. Owen Davies took tbcni tbrongh 
tbe great anased rooms, and sbowed tbcm tbe pictnres, bot e^o 
bad seen tbem before^ and tbongb some of tbcm werc vcry fine, 
did not care to look at tbem again — at any rate, not tbat af ter- 
Doon. Bat Elizabetb gazed at tbem with eager cyes, and men- 
tally appraised ibcir ralne, wondering if they wonld ever bo hcrs. 

** Wbat is tbis pictoref' sbe askcd, poioting to a beadtiful 
portrait of a Datcb bargomaster by RerabrandU 

**Tbat,** answored Owen, beavily, for be kncw notbing of 
painting and cared less, " tbat is a Velasqaez, vnlncd for pro- 
bate at £3000 — no,^ rcferring to tbc catalogtie and reading, 
** I bcg your pardon, tbe nczt is the Velasqncz ; tbat is a Rem- 
brandt in tbe raaster*s best stylc, sbowing all bis wondcrfnl 
roastcry orcr ligbt and sbade. It was vahied for probate at 
£4000 gaineas." 

^ Four tbonsand gaineas T* said Ëlizabcth ; *' fancy baving a 
thing wortb foar tboasand gaineas banging on a wal! ^ 

And ao tbey went on, Elizabetb asking qnestions and Owen 
answering tbem by tbe bclp of tbe catalogue, till, to Beatrico's 
relief, they came at lengtb to the end of the pictarcs. Tben 
they took some tea.in tbe little sitting-room of tbe master of 
all tbis inagnificenoe. Owen, to her great annoyance, sat oppo- 
aite to Beatrieé, staring at her with all his cyes while sbe drank 
her tea, with Effiè sitting in lier lap ; and Elizabetb, observing 
it, bit her lip in jealousy. Sho bad tlioiight it wcJI to bring 
her sister berc ; it wonld not do to let Mr. Davies tliink sho 



" I dare say," sho answcred, carelessly ; * 
ccrtaiD temper. I think she \?aDted to g 
Mr. Bingham this aftcmoon." 

Had O wen been a less religioas person h 
as it was he onlj said, " Mr. Bingham — it 
ham from móming to night I When is he 

" In another week, I believe. Bcatrice w 
she makes a great companion of hiro. And 
most be getting home;" and she went, Ie 
shaft to ranUe in his breasL 

After they had retamcd to the Vicarag< 
hcard Effie her prajcrs, and tacked her np 
bed, sho went down to the gate to be qaiet 
fore snpper. G^ffrey had not yet come ii 

It was a lovely aatamn evening ; the sea 
the HtUe clonds, from which the sanset firc 
wreaths of smoko upon the infinite blne s 
Mr. Bingham come back, she wondered ; he 
time to drcss. Sapposing that an accidei 
him. Nonsense ! what accident coald happ 
and strong he seemed to defy accidents, ; 
been for her thcre wonld be little enoagh 
to-day. Ah, she was glad that slie had li?e 
death. Tbcrc he camc, Iqpming like a giant 
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''Did 700 have good sport. Mr. Bingbam T 

''No,'* fae answered, shortlj ; "I saw very little, and I misscd 
allltaw.** 

'^ I ain so sorry, ezcept for the birds. I hato the birds to 
be killed. Did 70a not see me 10 this wbite dressf I saw 700 
fifty Tards awa7.'* 

''• Yes, Miss Gkanger,'' be answered, '* I saw 700.** 

^ And 70a were goiog b7 witbont speaking to me ; it was 
fer7 rade of 7011 — what is tbe matter f' 

''Not so nide as it was of 700 to arrange to walk oat with 
me and tben to go aod see Mr. Davies instead.** 

" I coold Dot help it, Mr. Bingbam ; it was an old engagement 
wbicb I bad forgotten." 

" Qnite so ; ladies alwa7S ba?e an ezcose for doing wbat tbe7 
want to do.** 

"It is not an ezense. Mr. Bingbam,^ Beatrico answered, witb 
dignit7; '^tbere is no oeed for me to make ezcoses to 70a aboat 
my movements.** 

"Of eonrse not, Miss Oranger ; bat it woald be more poli te to 
teil me wben 70a cbange 7oar mind — nest time, 70a know. 
However, I bare no doobt tbat tbe Castle bas attractions for 70a.*' 

Sbe flasbed one look at bim and tnmed togo, and as sbe did 
•o bis beart relented ; be grew asbamed. 

"Miss Granger, donH go ; forgive me. I do not know what 
has become of m7 manners ; I spoke as I sboold not The fact 
iS| I was pot out at 7oar not coming. To teil tbc bonest trath, 
I missed 70a dreadfall7." 

" Ton misscd roe I Tbat is Ter7 nico of 70a ; ono Hkcs to bo 
missed. Bat if 70a missed me for one af temoon, bow will 70a gei 
on a week bence, wben 70a go awa7 and miss me altogetberf' 

Beatrioe, spoke in a hantering tone, and laagbed as sbe spoke, 
bat tbe laogb endéd in sometbing like a sigb. He looked at her 
for a moment — ^looked till sbe dropped her e7es. 

" Hea?en onl7 knows T be answered, sadl7. 

"Let ns go iny'^said Beatrice, in a constraincd voico; "bow 
chiU the air bas tamed.** 
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CHAPTEB XV. 

OVLT.OOOD-HIOBT. 

FiYB more dajs [Mssedy «11 too quickly, and onoe moie Mom* 
day camc roand. It was tho S3d of .October, and the Ifiebad- 
mas SittiDgs b^an on tlie 24tlL On Ibe morrow — To«dnj — 
Geoff rey was to reinrn to Loodon, tberQ to meet Lady Henonn 
and get to work at cbaoibenL That very morning, indeed, a 
brief, the biggest be had yet roeeived-r-it was markod thirty 
gnineas — ^bad been forwarded to bim from hia.chamben^wiUi 
a note from bis clerk to tbc effect tbat the case wraé ei^pected 
.to bp'in tbe special jary Hst on the first day of the sitttngs, and 
that tbc cicrk had made an appointment for blm wttb tbe so- 
Hcitors for 5.15 on the Taesday. The brief wft$ sent to bim by 
bis nncle^s firm, and roarked, '^ Witb jon tbe Attomey-CUsneral 
and Mr. Candlcton, Q.C.,!' the well-known leader of the Probate 
j^nd Divorce Conrt Bar. Never bef ore bad Gcofi^y fonnd liim- 
self in sQch honorable company — that is on tbe back of a brief 
— and not a little was bc elated thereby^ 

Bat whcn be came to look into the case bis. joy abated some- 
^what, fpr it was one of the most perplexing tbat be bad ever 
knowQ. . The will contested, whicb was that of a Yorksbire 
money-lender, disposed of propcrty to tbe valne of over £80,- 
000, and was propoanded by a niecc of the tcstator, who, 
whcn be died, if not actaally weak in bis mind, was in. bis do- 
tage, and snperstitions to the vcrge. of insanity. Tbe niecc. to 
whom all tbe propcrty was left — to tbe exclnsion of the son 
and dangbter of the deceased, both married, and living away 
from home — 3tayed with the testator and looked after bim. 
Sbortly beforc bis death, bowever, be and tbis niecc bad vio- 
Icntly qoArrelled.on account of an intiinacy whicb tbe latter 
bad f ormcd with a married man of bad repnte, wbp w.^s. a .dia- 
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ébargti kvjer s derfc. So lerioiH bad beca the qiivtd tlud 
ody Ihree datm befoie kb deadi 4he tesUtor bad sent for a 
]aw jer. and f ormaDr, bj meaas of a eodïdl, deprired tbe nieee 
of a wam of £3000 «bkb be bad left ber, all tbe rest of bis 
propertj benif dirided bctw c en bïs loo and daogbter. Tbrea 
dajs afterwaids» bowerer, be dolj execoted a fresb «iU, in tbe 
preaenee of tvo aerrantii bj «bieb be left all bis propertj to 
tbe nicee, to tbe eatire cxdimoo of Lis own cbildren. Tbis 
will, tboogb YCfj aborty waa ia proper fonn, and was writtoi 
by Bobody baew wbom. Tbe serrants stated tliat tbe testator, 
before sigaing iC» was perfectly aequaioted witb its cooteDt% for 
tbe aieee bad aiade bim rrpeat tliem in tbeir preaeoce. Tbey 
also deebued, bowerer, tbai be seemed in a terrible f rigbt, and 
aaid twice, "* Ks bebind me! it*s behind roe T 

Witbin aa boor of tbe tigning of tbe will tbc testator waa 
foond dead, appaientij from tbe effècts of fear, bat tbe nioco 
waa nol ia tbe room «t tbe time of deatb. Tbe only otber re- 
markable etrcomstancc io tbc case was tbat tbc disrepotable Iot- 
er of tbe niece bad been seen hanging abont tbe booae at dnsk, 
ibé testator baring died at ten opdook at nigbt Tbcre was also 
a fnitber fact^ Tbe ton, on reeeiring a message from tbe niece 
tbat bis fatber was serionsly worte, bad barried witb extraordi- 
aary q>eed to tbe boose, paning sorao one or sometbing — be 
eonld not teil wbat — tliat seemed to be mnning, apparently 
from tbe window of the sick man^s room, wbieb was on tbe 
gronnd floor, and beneatb wbieb footmarks were aftcrwards 
fonnd. Of tbese footmarks two casts bad been taken, of wbieb 
pbotógrapbs were forwarded witb tho brief. Thcy bad been 
made by naked fcet of smali size, and in eacb case tbe little 
joint of tbe tbird toe of the rigbt foot seemed to bc missing. 
Bat all attempts to find tbe fcet tbat made tbem bad hitberto 
fsiled. The will was contested by tbo next of kin, for wbom 
Oeoffrey was ono of the coansd, npon the asaal groands of unduo 
inilaence and fraad ; bnt, as it seemed at present, witb smali 
prospect of socccss, for, thongh the circamstances were sospi- 
eloas enoagb, tbero was not tho sligbiest evidcnce of eitber. 
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anable to form a workable hypothesis. Was the per 
was a person — who had been seen ranniDg away god 
the matter ? If so, was he the author of the f potpri 
course the ez-lawyer's clerk had something to do wi 
what! In Tain did Geoffirey cadgel his brains; every 
occarred to him broke down somewhere or other. 

" We shall lose thiS|** he said aloud, in despair ; '' c 
circnmstances are not enongh to npset a will ;" and 
dressing Beatrice, who was sitting at the table, workii 

'^ Here, Miss Oranger, yon have a smattering of la 
yoH can make anything of this;-' and he poshed 1 
brief towards her. 

Beatrice took it with a laugh, and f or the nezt thrc 
of |in hoor her fair brow was packered op in a way 
Bée. . At last she finished, and shot the brief op. " Le 
at the phot<^raph8," she said. 

Geoffrey handed them to her. She very carefolly 
first one aod then the other, and as she did so a ligh 
ligence broke ont npon her face. 

" Well, Portia, have yoo got it f' he askcd. 

** I have got something/' she answered. " I do no 
it is right Don*t yoo see, the old man was saperstit 
f rightened him first of all by a ghostly voice, or some t 
into sieminoc the will, and then to death after he had 
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to it He was attncted to tbc hoase from the road, wbich i 
qnite near, by catcbing sigbt of sometbing anusaal tbroagb i 
blind ; lbo brief sajs tbere were no cartains or sbnttcrs. N 
look at the pbotograpbs of the footprints. See in No. 1, fon 
ootaide the window, the toes are prcssed doxrn decply into i 
mad. The owner of the feet was standiDg on tiptoe to ge 
better Tiew. Bnt in No. 2, which was foond near whero t 
ton tbonght bo sav a person ranning, tbe toes are spread < 
qnite wide. That is the footpnnt of sorne onc wbo was in a gn 
hnrry. Now it is not probable tbat a boy had anything to 
with the testator's deatb. Why, tben, was tbc boy mnning 
bard! I wil] teil you — becanse be was frightened at somcthi 
he bad seen tbrongb the blind. So frightened was be that 
will not coroe forward, or answer tbe advcrtiseroents and 
qniriea. Find a boy in that town wbo bas a joint missing on t 
third toe of tbe right foot, and yon will soon know all abont i 

" By Jove," said Qeoffrey, " wbat a criminnl lawycr you woi 
make 1 I believo tbat yon have got it. Bat how are wc to fi 
tbis boy with tbe missing toe -joint f Eyery possible inqni 
bas already been made and failed. Nobody bas seen sneb 
boy, whose deficiency wonld probably be known by bis parei 
or scbool-fellows." 

"Yesy** said Beatrice, "it bas failcd becanse tbe boy bas * 
ken to wearing sboes, which, indeed, he would always havo 
do at school. His paren ts, if bc bas any, wonld pcrbaps n 
apeak of bis disfigurcmcnt, and no onc else might know of 
cspecially if be were a new-comcr in tbe ncighborbood. It 
qnite possible tbat bc took off his boots in order to crecp i 
to tbe window. And now I will tdl you how I sbould set 
work to find him. I sbould have every batbing-place in 1 
river mnning tbrongb tbc town — tbere is a river — carefnl 
watcbed by detectives. In tbis wcatbcr '* (tbe autumn was i 
nnnsnally warm one) '*boys of that class often paddlc, ai 
sometimes bathc. If tbcy watch close cnongb, tbcy will prol 
bly find a boy with a missing toe -joint among the nnrober.'* 

'^ Wbat a good idea,*' said Oeoffrey. " I will telegrapb 



138 

rtbo lawycrs at oDce. I certoiiüy believe that 70a havo goi'tlie 
dcw." 

And, as it tarned out aftenraidfli Beatrice had got it; har aap- 
positions wcre right in almoat every partienlar. The hoy, wbo 
proved to be the son of a peddler who had reeently coma into the 
towD, was found wading^ and by a cIc?or tricky which need not 
be detailcd, frigbtened into telling the trath, as he had pjreriooaly 
frigbtened bimself into holding hia tongne. He had even, aa 
Beatrice conjectarcd, taken ofp bis boota tó creep np.to the win* 
dow, and as he ran away had, in hia fright^ dropped thèm into a 
dttcb f all of water. Thero they were fonnd, and went far to 
con vince the jary of the trnth of hia story. Tfana it was that Be* 
atricc's qaick wit laid thé f onndatioha of Qeo&ey'a great anoóeeSb 

This particalar Monday was a field. day at the Yicaragc. 
Jones bad proved obdarate ; no power on earth coald indóce 
him to pay the £34 11 9. 4d. dac on acconnt of titbc There- 
fore Mr. Grangcr, fortified by a judgment duly obtained, had 
annoanced bis intention of distraining npon Jones's bay and 
cattlc. Jones bad replied with insolcnt defiance. If any bail- 
ifiE^ or aactioneer, or sneb people, came to sell bis bay be wonld 
kill him or them. 

- .So said Jones, and sumrooned bis supporters, many of whoni 
o wed tithe, and none of wbom wisbed to pay it, to do battle in 
bis caasc. For bis part, Mri Granger rctained an aactioneer of 
undoobted courage, wbo was to arriye on tb is very aftcrnoon, 
sdpportèd by siz policcmen, and carry ont the sale. Béatrico 
feltneryoas abont the wbole tbing, bot Elizabetb was vsry de- 
tcrminéd, and tbe old clcrgyoian was now bombastic and now 
despondent Tbe aactioneer arrived daly by thé one-o*clock 
train. He was a tall, ablê-bodied raan, not nnlike Geoffrey in 
appearancc; indeed, at twenty yards' distance it woald have been 
difficalt to teil tbem apart. Tbe salc was to take place at half- 
past two, and Mr. Johnson — that was tbe aactioneer*s name — 
went to tbe inn to get bis dinner before proceeding to basiness. 
He was informed of tbe bostile demónstration which awaited 
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hiiD, and tbat an EnglUh iiierobor öf Parliaroeiit liad been sent 
down cqpecUIly to head tho mob, bui, being a man of motUe, 
poöb-poohed tho wholo affHÏr. 

''All bark, tiry^'he said to Oooffrey, ''all bark and no bite; 
Fm not afraid of tbete peoplc. Wby, if they won*t bid for tbe 
fttof^ ril bny it in myself.'' 

** AU right^** said Qeoftrey^ '* bat I adviso yoa to look ont I 
fanoy tho old man b a roogh castomor.'* 

Then Geoffrey went back to his dinner. 

Aa ihéy tat at the meal tbrongb a gap in the fir-trces they 
saw that the great roajoiïty of the popolation of Bryngelly 
was strcaming np'towards the. scène of the sale, somo to agi- 
tate, and somo to see.the f on. 

^ It is pretty wèli time to bc off,'* said OeofErcj. "Are yon 
coming, Mr. Oranger T 

. " Wel)/' answerod tho old gentleman, " I wished to do so, bat 
Elisabeth thinks that I bad bettcr keep away. And after all, 
yoa know,** ho addcd, airily, '* pcrhaps it is as well for a dergj- 
man not to mix himself np too mach in these temporal mattcrs. 
No, I want to go and see abont somo pigs at the other end of 
the parish, and I think that I shall take this opportanity." 

" Yoa are not going. Mr. Bingham, are yoa f' askcd Beatrico, 
in a Toico that betrayed her anxiety. 

"Oh yes,** he answered, " of course I am. I woald not miss 
tlio chance for worlds. Why, Beecham Bones is going to bo 
tbete, tbc momber of Parliamcnt who bas jast done his foor 
months for inciting to ontrage. We are old f riends ; I was at 
school with him. Poor fcilow, bc was mad even in thoso days, 
and I want to chafE htm." 

^ I think that yoa had far bettcr not go,** said Beatrico ; 

they are a Tcry rongh set" 

"Everybody is not so colrardly as jou are," put in Elizabctli. 

I am going at any rate." 

"That's righi, Miss Eliaabeth," said Geoffrey, " wc will pro- 
tect each other f rom the re?olationary fary of the mob. Come ; 
it ia time to start" 
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•iHi» "ïTii^*! n i» lil 
f>aAf>vi wKxai luieifr 

r/in;; t//««fd« L^t vitJb *JS ticar a^nL^aSam^ &r s 

Til» m'.fi «fT* op t& 2i«r ft»w. 
" Whüt il» il r »bc cri«L 
*'MHr*Ur r i\%*:j Mauwend, wiik 
Anffih'-r moment Mnó El'ixaheth v.» Jl 
on h*-r f/«l«ï fuci*. 

Heütri'-^ rlut/^f^s'] at her. " Who k hT fhe 
"Mr f;inf;fh«m/* i^«pe«J ber üstcr. "Go ad ki^; Us 
i»>i'»t 'J"fi'J !" Afï'J Jibo too WAS gone. 

/$' Hf ri'o*(i luf.'fi^ JooBcned ; bcr toDgoc ckftrod to tk roof «f 
h'-r rrioiifh ; tho ft^Wi'J eartb spnn roand androoBd. ** G e ofli t y 
kille] ; r;coffrcy killed r tbc cried in bcr heait; bot tbo^ 
ff^r ^(ir4 ftfrrno'l to boar tbc souod of tbem, do woids eaae froai 
b'-r lipR. f Ml, wbat nbould tbo dof Wbere abonld she liide 
borvlf nrid b"r ^icf T 

A ff'w jardu from tbc patb grcw ft stanted tree witb a ttone 
fll it^ roof. 77iitbcr llcaince staggered, and lank npon the 
Ktorm, wbilo Mill tbc Bolid cartb span roood ftod ronnd. 

I'roRontly b<.T niind cicarcd a Httle, aod a kcener paog of 
pAin Rhot tbroiigb bcr soul. Sbe bad been stonned at fint; 
Oijw Bbo feit. 
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Perhaps it was nol tnie \ pcrbaps Elixabeth had been iniii- 
takeOy OT had only said it to torment her. She rosé. She 
flnng henelf npon. her knees there by the stone and prajed, the 
flnt time for many yeara — she prayed with all her soal. "O 
Ood ! if Thoa art^ spare him hls life, and me this agony.^ In 
her dreadfol pangs of grief her faith was thos rebom, and, as 
all hnman beings mast in thcir honr of mortal agony, Beatrico 
realiaed her dependence on the XJnseen. She rosé, and, weak 
with emotion, sank back onto the stone. Tbe pooplo wero 
streaming past her now, talking ezcitedly. Sorocbody came 
np to her and stood over her. 

Oh, Hea?en ! it was Geoffrey. 

'* Is it yon T she gasped. ** Elizabeth said tbat yon wcre 
mordered.'' 

** No, no. It was not me ; it was that poor fellow Johnson, 
the aactionecr. Joncs shot him. I was standing next liim. I 
sappose yonr sister thonght that I feil. He was not nnlike me, 
poor fellow.^ 

Beatrice looked at him, went red, went white, then bnrst into 
a flood of tears. 

A strange pang seiced npon bis licart. It tbrilled throngli 
him, shaking him to the core. Why was this woman so deeply 
moved! Conld it be — Nonsense; he stiflcd the thonght 
before it was bom. 

"Don*t cry,** Geoffrey said, "the pcoplc wil) sce yon, Bea- 
trice'* (for the first time he called her by her Christian name); 
** pray do not cry. It distresses me. You are npset, and no 
wonder. Tliat fellow Beecham Bones oaght to be hnng, and I 
told him so. It is his work, though he novcr roeant it to go so 
far. He*s frightened enoagh now, I can teil you.** 

Beatrice controlled herself with an effort 

** What happened,** he said, " I will teil yon as we walk along. 
No, don*t go np to the farm. He is not a picasant sight, poor 
fdlow. When I got np there Beecham Bones was s{>outing 
away to the mob— his long hair flying abont his back — exciting 
them to rettst hws made by bmtal thie?ing landlords, and all that 
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kind of gibbcrish : teliing tbcm tbat tbey wonld bo siipporied 
by a greatparty ia Parliamenti etc. Tbè people, bowovery toók 
it all' gpod-nataredly eooogb. Tbey had « beautif ui Mgy of 
yoor father swingiog on a polo, with a placard on bis breast^ on 
wbich was written, * The robber of the widow and the orphan/ 
and tbey were singing Welsb songs. Only I saw Jones, wbo 
was more tban half drank, carsing and swearing in Wcish and 
EngILsh. When the aoctioneer b^^an to sêllyJTones went into 
tlie house and Bonos went with hitn. After enongh had been 
sold to pay tbe debt, and wbilè the mob was stUl laoghing 
and shonting, saddenly tbe back door of the honse opened, and 
ont mshed Jones, now qnite dronk, a gun in bis hand, and Bonea 
hanging on to bis coat-tails. I was talking to the auctióneer at 
the moment, and my belief b tbat the bmte thonght tbat I waa 
Johnson. At any rate, before anytbing coold be done, he lift'ed 
tbe gnn and fircd — at me, as I tbink. Tbe charge, bowever, 
passed my head and hit poor Jobnson f uil in the face, killing 
him dead. Tbat is all tbc story." 

" And qaite enough, too/* said Beatricc, with a sliuddcr. 
'* Wbat times wc Htc in ! I feel quitc sick." 

Supper tbat night was a very melandboly affair. Old Mr. 
Granger was altogcthcr tbrown off Iiis balance ; and even £liza- 
bcth*s iron nerves werc shaken. 

" It could not bc worse — it conld not bc worse," moaned the 
old man, rising from tbe tablc and walking up and down the 
room. 

" Nonsense, fatber," said Elizabetli tbc practical. *' He might 
have been shot before he bad sold tbe hay, and thcn you wonld 
not have got yoor tithc." 

Gcoffrey could not help smiling at Ihis way of looking at 
things, from wbich, howcver, Mr. Granger sccmed to draw a lit- 
tle comfort From constantly thinking aboot it, and tbc daily 
prcssure of necessity, moncy bad comc to be more to the old 
man than anytbing else in the world. 

Hardly was the mcal done wbcn threc reporters arrived and 
took down Geoffrey^s statement of wbat bad occorred, for pob^ 



OSLT OOOI>-VIOHT. 148^ 

lieation in varions papen, wliile Beatrice wentaway U> see aboot 
packiDg Eflk*8 tbioga. Thej were to start by a train leaving 
forliondon at half-past eigbt on tbe following raorning. Wbcn 
Beatriea came back it was balf-past ten, and in bU irritation of 
mind Hr. Oranger insisted npon e?crybody going to bed. Elim- 
betb sbook bands witb Geoffrey, congratalating bim on bis c»- 
eapa as she dtd so, and went at once ; bat Beatrice lingered a 
litüe. At bst she came forward and held oot her band. 

""Oood-night» Mr. Bingham,'' she said. 

**6ood-nightk I hope that tbis is not good-bye, also/' he add- 
ed, witb some anziety. 

** Of coarso not,** broko in Hr. Oranger. " Beatrice will go 
and see yon off. I can't ; I have to go and meet the coroncr 
abont the inqnest, and Elizabetb is always bosy in the bonsc. 
Lnekily, they won*t want yon ; there wcre so many witnesses.*' 

**Then it is only good-nigbt,'' said Beatrice. 

She wentio her room. Elizabetb, who sbared it, was already 
asieep, or appeared to be asiecp. Tben Beatrice nndressed and 
got into bed, bat rest she conld not It was ** only good-night,** 
a last good-night He was going away — back to his wife, back 
to the great mshing world, and to the Itfe in which she had no 
sharo. Very soon be wonld forgct her. Other interests wonld 
arise^ other women wonld bccome his friends, and be wonld for- 
gei tbc Welsb gïrl who had attractod bim for a while, or ro- 
meraber her only aa tlie companion of a rongh adventorc. 
Wbat did it mean f Why was her licart so sorc f Why bad 
sbe feit as thongh she shonld die wbcn tlicy told her ho was 
deadf 

Tben tbe answcr rosé in her breast She loved him ; it was 
nseleas to deny tbe tmth — she lo?ed hiin body and hcart and 
sool, with all her mind and all her strcngth. 8he was bis, and 
hts alona — to-day, to-morrow, and forcrer. Ile might go from 
ber sigbt^ sbe might never, nerer see him more, bat lore bim 
sbe always most. And be was married. 

Wdl, it waa her misfortonc ; it could not affect the solemn 
tmth. Wbat abould sbe do, bow sboold sbe eodore ber life 
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when ber eyes no longer saw his eyqii and hor ean nefir lieiid 
bis voice! Sbe saw Üie fatore stretcb itself bef ore her .ur in m 
vistoD. Sbe saw ber^If forgotten by tbis man. wbom sbe loTed, 
or f rom time to time remembered only with a faint rogret Slio 
saw herself growing slowly old, ber beanty fading yearly from 
ber face and form, compaoiooed only by the love that growa 
not old. Ob, it was bitter, bitter 1 and yet sbe wonld nol hare 
it otherwise* Even in ber pain sbe feit it better to havo foond 
tbis deep and minoos joy, to hare wrestled with the Angel and 
been worsted, tban never to have looked ppon bis faee. If sho 
coald only know that what sbe gare was gi?en back again, that 
be loved ber as sbe Ipved bim, sbe woold bo content Sbe waa 
innocent; sbe bad never tricd to draw bim to ber; sbe had nscd 
no toQcb or look, no woroan*s arts or lures snch as ber boanty 
placed at her command. Tberc bad been no word spoken, searco- 
ly a roeaningglance bad passed bctwccn tbcm, notbing bat frank 
and frêe companionsbip as of man with man. She kncw be did 
not love hls wife, and that bis wife did not love bim — this sho 
could see. Bat sbe bad nevcr tried to win bim from her; and 
thongb she sinned in thoaght, thongb ber heart was guilty — oli, 
her hands were clean 1 

Her restlessncss overcame ber. Sbe coald no longer He in 
bed. Elizabeth, watching tbroogh ber veil of sleep, saw Bca- 
trice rise, put on a wrapper, and, going to the window, throw 
it wide. At first sbe thoaght of interfcring, for Elizabctb was 
a prudent pcrson, and did not liko draughts; bat hor sistcr's 
mo?ements oxcited her cariosity, and she refraincd. Beatrico 
sat down on the foot of her bed, nnd Icaning her arm apqn the 
window-sill looked out upon the loveiy quict night How 
dark the pine-trecs masscd against the sky I how soft was the 
whisper of the sca, and how vast the hcaven througb wbich 
the stars sailcd on ! 

What was it, thcn, tbis lore of hersf Was it mere carthly 
passion f No, it was more. It was somcthing grander, parer, 
deeper, and quite andying. Whencc came it, thcn? If sbe 
was, as she bad tboagbt, only a cbild of carth, whcnce came tbis 
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daepdcnre whieh vasBotof theearthf Had aho been wiong^ 
had the a aool — HMnethii^ that coold lo?e with the body and 
thiongh the body and beyood the body — aomething of wfaich 
the body with ita yearaings waa bot the enTelope, the hand or 
ioatnuneiitf Oh^ now it aeemed to Beatrice that this was ao, 
and that ealled ioto beiog by her Ioto she and her sonl stood face 
to face acknowledging their nnity. Once she had held that 
it waa fantaay : that soch spiritaal hopes were bat exhalations 
f rom a heart nnsatiafied ; that when Ioto escapes os on the eaith, 
in oor despair, we swear it is immortal, and that we shali find it 
in the hearena. Now she belieTed this no more. Lo?e had kissed 
her on the eyes, and at his kiss her sleeping spirit waa awaken- 
ed, and she saw a Tision of the tmth. 

Yes, she loTed him, and most always Ioto him I Bat she coold 
nerer know on earth that he was hers, and if she had a spirit to 
be freed after soine few years, woald oot his spirit ha?e forgot- 
ten hers in that far hereafter of their meetiog ! 

She dropped her brow npon her arm and softly sobbed. 
What was thero lef t for her to do ezcept to sob — till her heart 
brokef 

Eilxabeth, lyiog with wide-opcn ears, hcard the sobs ; Elixa- 
bethy peering throogh the moonlight, saw her sister's form 
tremble in the con?aluon of her sorrow, and smiled a smile of 
inalice. 

*'The thing b done/' she thooght; ''she cries becaose the 
man is going. Don't cry, Beatrice, don*t cry ! We will get 
yoor plaything back for yoo. Oh, with soch a bait it will bo 
easy. He b as sweet on yoa as yoo on hiro." 

Tbere was something e?i], something almost de?ilish, in tbis 
aeene of the one watching woman holding a clew to and enjoy- 
ing the secret tortores of the other, plotting the while to torn 
them to her innocent rivales destroction and her own ad?antage. 
Eliiabeth^s jealoosy was indeed as bitter as the gra?e. 

Soddenly Beatrice ceased sobbiog. She lifted her head, and 
by a todden impolse threw oot the passion of her heart with all 
her eonoentrated strength of mind towards the man she loved, 
10 
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marmariog as she did ao aome paaaonatei despairiog wöids abé 
knew. 

At tbat moment Geoffrej, aloepiog aoandly, dxeamed tbat ho 
saw Beatrice seated bj her window and looldi^ at him with 
éyes which no eartbly obatade coold blind She was speakiog; 
her lips moved, bat though he eoald hear no Toice the worda 
she spoke floated into bis mind — 

"Be a god and bold me 
With a èharm ! 
Be a man and fold me 
With thine 



**Teach me^ only teach, Loret 
As I ooghft 
I win spaak thy speech, Lots^ 
' ThiDk thy thoaght— 

** Meet, if tliou rcquire it, 
Both dcmands, 
Laying flesh and spirit 
In thy hands. 

'*That he shall be to-morrow, 
Not to-nigfat: 
I most bury sorrow 
Oot of sight 

" Must a little weep, Lo^e 
(Foolish mc!X 
And 80 fall asieep, Lore, 
LoTed by thee." 

Grcoffrcy heard them in bis hcart Thcn they were gonc, the 
vision of Beatrice was gone, and saddenly he awoke. 

Oh, what was this flood of inarticolatc, passion-ladcn thonght 
that beat npon his brain telling of Beatrice ? Wave after wavo 
it carae, ntterly ovcrwhelming him, likc the heavy breath of 
flowers stirred by a night wind — like a message from another 
world. It was rcal ; it was no dream, no fancy ; she was prea- 
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ent witli him thoogb tbe was not there; her thoaght mingled 
with hU thoaght, her being beat upon his own. His heart 
tbrobbed, hb limba trembled, he &tro?e to anderatlind and could 
not. Boi in the nyatery of that dread commonion tbc passion 
he had trodden down and refosed acknowledgment took üfc 
and form within him ; it grew like the Indian*s magie tree, 
from seed to blade, f rom blade to bad, and from bad to bloom. 
In that moment it beeame clear to him : he knew he 1o?ed her, 
and knowing what sach a love most mean, for him if not for 
her, €teoffrej aank back and groaned. 

And Beatrice f Of a sadden she ceased speaking to herself ; 
she feit her thoaght flang back to her weighted with another'a 
thoaght She had broken throagh the barriers of earth ; tho 
qnick eloctrio message of her heart had foand a path to him 
^e loTed and come back answered. Bat in what tongae was 
that answer writt AlasI she conld not read it, anj more than 
he conld read the message. At first she doubted ; sarely it was 
imagination. Then she remembered it was absolatelj proved 
that people djing conld send a vision of thcmselvcs to others 
far away; and if that conld be, whj not this! No, it was trnth, 
a solemn trnth; she knew he feit her thought, she know that 
his life beat npon her life. Ob, hero was rojstery, and here 
was hope! for if this conld be, and it was^ what raigbt not bot 
If her blind strength of hnman love could so overstcp tbe bonn- 
daries of hnman power, and, by the sheer might of its Folition, 
mock the physical barriers that hemmed her in, what had she 
to fcar from distance, from separation, ay, from dcath itsclf f 
She had grasped a clew which might ono day, bcforo tbc sccniing 
end or af ter — what did it matter! — lay strango secrets open to 
her gaie. She had heard a whisper in an nnknown tongae that 
conld stUI be leamed, answering Life^s agonizïng cry with a song 
of glory. If only he loved her, some day all wonld be well. 
Some day the barriers wonld fall. Cmmbling with the flesh, 
they woald fall and set her naked spirit free to seek its other 
self. And then, ha?ing fonnd her loro, what more was thers 
lo aoekt What other answer did sho dcsiro to all the problema 
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of heir lif e than ibis of omty attebed al hgk-Hmilf altaiBed 
iD death 1 

Andif hedidnoHoTeberyhow oouldlieaiiswerlMrt Bmn^ 
\y that message oonld not pasa exoept akwg tbè golden eoid of 
loFc, which ever oiakiea ita swerteat moaic wheo pam atrikiaa il 
witb a band of f ear. 

The troabled glory pasaed — it throbbed itsdf away; the q»ir- 
itaal gosts of tbooghl grew eonlinoally faioter, tiU, IQ» tbe 
echoes of a djiog harp, like the breath of a fidling g^ ibey 
slowly Bank to nothingneas. Theo, wearied with an ezteeme cl 
wild emotioD,Beatrioe sooghl her bed agaio, and preaently vaa 
lost in sleep. 

When Qtofbej woke on the next momiog^ after a litde i«h 
flection, he came to the decision that he had experienoed a rerj 
curions and moying dream, consequent on the exciting eventa 
of tbe pre?ions day, or on the pain of his impending departnre. 
He rosé, packed his bag — e?erything elso was ready — and went 
in to breakfast. Beatrice did not appear till it was half over. 
She looked very pale, and said that she had been packing Effie'a 
things. G^f^y noticed that she barely toocbed his fingers 
when he ro«e to shake hands with her, and that she stndionsly 
avoided his glancè. Then he b^an to wonder if she also had 
strangely dreamed. 

Next came tbe bnsUe of departure. ££Be was despatdied in 
the fly with the laggage, and Betty, the fat Welsh senrant, to 
look after her. Beatrice and Qeoftrej were to walk to the 
station. 

" Time for you to be going, Mr. Bingham/' said Mr. Granger. 
*^ There, good-bye, good-bye ! God bless you I Never had snch 
cliarming lodgers bef ore. Hope you will come back again, Fm 
sare. By-the-way, they are certain to snromons you as a wit- 
ness at the trial of that villain Jones." 

" Good-bye, Mr. Granger," Greoffrey answered ; " you mnst 
come and see me in town. A change will do yon good." 

" Well, perhaps I may. I have not had a change for twenty- 
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fife yem. Nerer eoald afford it. Aren't yoa going to say 
good-bye to Elixabetli T 

^Oood-bye, Miss Oranger/' said Qeoftrey^ politcly. '' Many 
tbaiiks for all yonr kindness. I hope we shall meet again." 

^Do yonr antwered Elizaboth;^80 do I. I am sare that 
we shall meet again, and I am sare that I shall be glad to see 
yoa when we do, Mr. Bingharo/' she added, darkly. 

In another minnte he had left the Yicarage, and with Beatrice 
ai hb side was walking smartly towards the station. 

** Thb is Tcry melancholy," he said, af ter a few moments' 
silence. 

** Ooing away generally is," she answered — '' either for thoso 
who go or thoee who stay behind/' she added. 

*" Or for both," he said. 

Then came another panse ; he broke it. 

^ Miss Beatrice, may I write to yoa !*' 

""Certainly.ifyoalike." 

** And will yoa answer my letters f' 

""Tea,! will answer them." 

^ If I had my way, then, yoa shoald spend a good deal of 
yonr time in writing," he said. '* Yoa don't know," he added, 
eamestly, '* what a delight it bas been to me to leam to know 
yoo. I have had no greater pleasare in my life." 

^ I am glad," Beatrice aoswered, shortly. 

'' By-the>way," Oeoffrey said, prescntly, '' there is something 
I want to ask yoa. Yoa are as good as a reference-book for 
qootations, yoa know. Some lines have been haanting me for the 
last twelve honrs, and I cannot remember wbere they came f rom." 

^ What are they f' she asked, looking ap, and Gcoffrey saw, 
or thoaght he saw, a strange fear shining in her eyes. 

** Here are foar of them," he answered, nnconcemedly ; '' wc 
have no time for long qaotations : 

"'That shaU be to-morrow, 
Kot to-mght: 
I mast baiy lorroir 
Oat of sigbt'** 
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Beatrice heaid— lietid tiie veiy linea, whieh had been npoB 
her lipa in the wild nudnight that had gone. Her heaii aeamed 
to stop ; she became white aa the dead, atambledy and neaily 
feil. With a sapreme effort ahe ieoo?eied heiaell 

^'I.think tbat jon mnst know the linesi Mr. Biogham,*' ahe 
said, in a low Foioe. •'^They eome from a poem of Browmngfa^ 
called ' A Woman's Last Word.'" 

Qtoftxej madeno answer; what was he to sayf Fora while 
thej walked on in sflenee. Tbej were getting cloae to the 
station now. Sepantiont perhaps foreTer, waa totj near. An 
ovennasteriDg desiro to know the tmth took hold of him. 

''Miss Beatrice»** %e said again, ''jon look pale. Did jon 
sleep wel] last nightT 

" No, Mr. Bingham." 

"Did JOU have carions dreamsf* 

" Yes, I did," she answered, lookiog straight bef ore her. 

He tarned a shade paler. Thcn it was tme ! 

" Beatrice,*' he said, in a half whisper, " what do thej mean f 
what can they mean f* 

" As much as an jthing else, or as little,*' she answered. 

" What are people to do who dreain sach dreams f* he said 
again, in the same constrained voice. 

" Forget them,** she whispered. 

" And if they coroe back f' 

"Forget them again.*' 

" And if they will not be forgotten f* 

Sbe tnmed and looked him fnll in the eyes. 

" Die of them," she said; " then they will bo foigotten, or — ^ 

" Or what, Beatrice f* 

"Here is the station,** said Beatrice, "and Betty is qnarrel- 
ling with the flyman.** 

Five minntes more and Geoffrey was gone. 
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CHAPTER XVL 

THB TLAT NXAR THB XDOWARB ROAD. 

GsomuiT's joaraey to town was Dot altog^ther a chcerfal 
ODe. To begin wiih, Effie wept copioaslj at parting with her 
bdoved " aantie," as she called Beatrice, and would nol be com- 
forted. The prospect of rcjoining bcr motlicr and the voloble 
Anoe had no charms for E£Be. Thej all thrce got on best apart 
Geoffrey bimseif had also mnch to think aboat, and found little 
satisfaction in the thinking. He thrcw bis mind back o?er the 
events of the past few weeks. Ile remembered how be had 
first seen Beatrice*s face throngh the tbick mist on the Red 
Rockiy and how her beantj had stmck him as no beanty ever 
bad before. Then be thonght of the adventare of their ship- 
wreck, and of the desperate coamgo with wbich sho bad savcd 
bis life, airoost at tho oost of her own. Ho thonght, too, of 
tfaat sceno when, on tho following day, be bad cntcrcd the room 
where she was asleep, when the wandcring raj of light had 
wa?ered from her brcast to bis own, wbcn that strangc presenti- 
ment of the nlUmate intermingling of their lives had flasbcd 
npon him, and wbcn she had awakened with an nnearthlj 
greeting on her lipSi One by one, while Effie slowly sobbed 
berself to silence in the corner opposite to him, be recalled ev- 
erj pbase and scène of their evergrowing intimacy, till the re- 
view cnlminated in bis mysterions experience of the past night 
and the memory of Beatrice's parting words. 

Of all men (Geoffrey was among those least inclined to any 
sort of snperstition ; from boyhood he had been noted for con»- 
mon-iense and a somewhat disbelieving torn of mind. Bot be 
bad intellect and imagination, wbich is simply intellect ethere- 
aliaed. Witbont these, with bis pecnliar mental constitntion, 
he wonld, for instanee, probably have been a religions sceptic ; 
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ha?iiig thcm,ho was nothing of the sort So io this matter of 
his experience of the prerioiu night^ and generalij of the strange 
and almost unnatnral sjmpaibj in which he found himaelf with 
this lady, common-tesse and the resalts of his obsenraüon and 
cxperience pointed to the whole thing being nonsense — ^the le- 
salt of '' propinqaity, air, propinqnitj,** and a pretty face — and 
nothing more. 

Bat here his intellect and his imagination stepped in, telling 
hiin plainly that it vaa not nonsense» that he bad not merdj 
made a donkey of himself over an hysterical or possibly a Ioto- 
sick girl. Thoy told him that becanse a thing is a mystery it 
is not necessarily a folly, thongh mysteries are for the most 
part dealt in by fo(>]& They snggested that there may be many 
things and f orces abovo ns and aroand ns, invisihle as an elco- 
tric cnrrent, intangible as lïght, yet existent and capable of man- 
ifestation nnder certain rare and favorable conditions. 

And was it not possible that snch conditions shoald unito in 
a woman like Beatrice, who combined in herself a beauty of 
body that was only oatpassed by the beauty of her raind f It 
was no answer to say that most women coold nevcr inspire the 
nnearthly passion with which he had been shaken soroe ten 
hoars past, or that most men could never become aware of the 
inspiration. Has not homanity powers and perceptions denied 
to thé cattle of the fields, and may there not bc men and wom- 
en as far removed from their fellows in this respect as these are 
f rom the cattic ? 

But tbc weak point of mysterioas occorrenccs is that they 
Icad nowhcre, and do not materially alter the f acts of life. 
One cannot, for instance, plead a mystery in a conrt of law ; 
so, dropping the imaginative sidc of the question as one beyond 
liim, he came to its practical aspect, only to find it eqaally 
thomy. 

Odd as it may seem, GeofErey did not to this moment know 
the exact position which he occupied in the mind of Beatrice, or 
that she occupied in his. He was not in love with her, at least 
not in a way in which he had e?er experienced the inflnence of 
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thaty oo tiie whole, iDconTenient and disagrecable pAasion. At 
«17 nte, he nigoed f rom the h jpotfaesU that he was not in loTe 
with her. This he refoaed to admit now in the light of day, 
thoogh he had admitted it fnlly in the watches of the night 
It wonld not do to admit it Bnt he was forccd to acknowl- 
edge that she had crept into his life and possessed it so com- 
l^etely that then and for months afterwards, ezcept in deep 
ahep or in honrs of aeTere mental strain, not a single half honr 
wodd pan withont bringing iU thonght of Beatrice. Every- 
thing that was beantifol, or grand, or elevating, remindcd him 
of her— and what higher compliment conld a mistress ha?e t 
If he Itstened to glorions mosic, the Toice of Beatrice spoke to 
him throngh the notes; if he watched the clonds rolling in 
heavy pomp across a broken sky he thonght of Beatrice ; if 
some chance poem or novel morod him, why Beatrice was in 
hb mind to share the pleasnre. AU of which was very inter- 
etting, and in some ways deiightfal, bat nndcr oor system not 
otberwise than inconrenient to a married man. 

And now Beatrice was gone, and he mast come back to his 
daily toil, sweetencd by llonoria's bitter complaints of their poT- 
erty, and see her no more. The thonght made 6eoffrey*s heart 
aelM with a phyucal pain, bat his reason told him that it was 
best sa Af ter all, there were no bones broken ; tbere had been 
Bo love scènes, no kiss, no words that cannot be recalled ; what- 
etrer there was hiy beneath the snrface, and while appearanccs 
were kept np all was welL No donbt it was an bypocrisy, bat 
then hypocrisy is one of the great pillars of civijization, and 
how does it matter what the heart says while the lips are si- 
lentf The recording angel can alone read hearts, and he mnst 
often flnd them singnlarly contradictory and nntrastworthy 
writinga. 

Die of them — die of her dreams ! No, Beatrice wonld not 
die of them, and certainly he shonld not Probably in the end 
she wonld marry that pions earthly lomp, Owen Da?ics. It was 
not pleasant to think of, it was e?en drcadfol, bat really, if sho 
were to aak him hb opinion, ^aa a friend,** he shonld teil her 



Tbey reached London at last, and, as ba 
the Frencb bonne, met thein at the static 
Geoffrey notieed that she looked smarte 
thao ever. üowevcr, she embraced Effi 
which tbe cbild scarcel j responded to, anc 
ried on an o^alar flirtation witb a ticket 
it was so early in the year for fo^ Lon 
dense gloom. It had been misty that n 
and becomo more and more so as tbc 
thoagh it was not yet fonr opdoek, Lond 
Lnckily, bowever, it is not f^r froro P. 
near the Edgware Road, where Geoffrey li 
ally instmcted the cabman, be left Anne 
the Inggage, and went on to the Temple 
way with an easy mind. 

Shortly after GeofErey reached bis cbai 
the solicitor arrived as had been arranged 
was, be leamed, very ünwell), bnt a partn< 
then fonnd that Beatrice^s ghost theory w 
the boy with the missing toe-joint had bee 
the wbole borrible tragedy throngb a cracl 
over, the trath had been wrung f rora bim, 
daced at the trial — indeed, a proof of liis 
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the case being fint on tho Ibt^ it was arniDged tliat the confor- 
enoe ahoold take place at ten o'clock on the following morning. 

On am?ing home Qeoftrej was inforroed that Lady Honoiia 
was dreaaingy and had left a message sajing he must be qnick 
and do likewiae, as a gentleman was coming to dinner. Accord- 
inglj hc went to his own room — which was at tho other end of 
tho flat — and pnt on his dress clothos. Before goiog to the 
dining-room, howerer, he said good-night to EflSe — who waa in 
bed, bnt not asleep — and askcd her what time she had rcached 
home. 

^ At twenty minntes past fire, daddy," EflSe said, promptly. 

'^Twenty minutes past five! Why, yoa don*t mean to aay 
that yon wero an honr coming that Httle way ! Did yon gct 
blocked in the f og T 

"No,daddy,bnt— •* 

** Bnt what, dcar T 

** Anno did toll me not to say !*' 

** Bnt I teil you to say, dear — never mind Anno !** 

^ Anne stopped and talkcd to the ticket-man for a long, lon^ 
time" * 

''Oh,did she rhe said. 

At that moment the parlor-maid camo to say that Lady Ho» 
noria and the "gentleman ^ were waiting for dinner. Greoffrcy 
aaked her casnally what time Miss EfBe had reached home. 

** Abont half-past five, sir. Anno said the cab was blocked in 
the fog.** 

" Very well. Teil her ladyship that I shall be down in a min- 
nta." 

^^Daddy»** said tho cbild, '* I haven 't said my prayers. Motb- 
er did not come, and Anne said it was all nonsense abont prayers. 
Anntie did always hear me my prayers.'* 

^^Tea, dear, and so will L There, kneel opon my lap and aay 
them.*' 

In the middie of the prayers — which Efflo did not rcmem- 
ber aa welt aa she might ha?e done — the parlor-roaid arriTed 
•gun. 



Beatrice any more f' 

" I hope so, dear." 

**ADd sliall yon see her any more! Yon wan 
dou't yoQ, daddy ! She did love yoa very mach V^ 

G«offrey coald bear it no longer. The tmth is al 
when it comes from the moaths of bahcs and suck 
a harried good-night he fled. 

Id the littlo drawiag-Toom he foand Lady Hona 
dressed, and alao her friend, whose name was ] 
Gcoffirey knew him at once for an ezccedingly ^ 
of small birth, and less breeding, bot a banning a 
light in the Garsington set. Mr. Danstan was ani 
himself in society, and he thonght that notwith 
poverty. Lady Honoria might be nsefal to him in 
Hcnce bis presence there to-night. 

"How do yoa do, Geoffrey f' said his wife, ad?ai; 
him with a kiss of peacc. *' Yoa look very well. 
immense time yoa have been dressing! Poor M 
starving. Let me see. Yoa know Mr. Danstan, I 
ner, Mary." 

Geoffi^y apologiiBcd for being late, and shook 1; 
with Mr. Danstan — Saint Dunstan he was genen 
account of his rather clerical appearance and in i 
sion to his somewhat shady repntation* Then th 
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began by tanng ïiis lifo. They were opset together, oat of a 
eanoe, yoa know. Isn't it romaniic f' 

Saint DonstAD made some appropiiate — or raiber inappropri- 
«te— remark to tbe effect tbat he hoped Mr. Bingbam bad 
made tbe most of socb nnrivallcd opportunities, addÏDg, witb a 
deep sigby tbat no lovely yoang lady had ever saved bb life tbat 
be migbt lire for ber, etc 

Here Geoffrey broke in witbont macb ccremony. To bim it 
teemed a deaeeration to listen wbile tbis person was making bis 
f eeble jokes aboat Beatrioe^ 

** Well, dear,** be said, addressing bis wife, *' and wbat liaTc 
yoa been domg witb yonnelf all tbb time T 

*' Monrning for yon, Oeoffrey, and en joying myself cxcccd- 
ingly in tbc intervals. We bsTe bad a deligbtf nl time, bave wo 
noty Mr. Danstan f Mr. Danstan bas also been staying at tbe 
Hally yoa know.^ 

^ How coald it be otborwise wben yon were tbcro> Lady IIo- 
noriaf answered tbe Saint in tbat strain of compliment affectcd 
by sneb men, wbicb, to teil tbe trotb, jarrcd on its object, ivbo 
was, after all, a lady. 

** Toa know, (^eoffrey,^ sbo went on, '' tbe Garsingtons bavo 
refnmisbed tbc lai^ ball and tbeir drawing-room. It cost eigb- 
teen bnndred poands, bnt tbe rcsnlt is lo?cly. Tbe drawing- 
room b done in band-painted wbite satin, walls and all, and tbc 
baU in old oak."" 

** Indeed f* be answered, reflecting tbe wbilo tbat Lord Oar- 
sington migbt as wcU ba?e paid somo of bb debts before bc 
q>ent eigbteen bnndred poands on bb drawing-room famitorc 

Tben tbe Saint and Lady Honoria diifted into a long and ani- 
mated conTersation aboat tbcir fellow-gacsts, wbicb Oeoffrey 
searcdy tried to foUow. Indeed, tbe dinner was a dnll one for 
bim, and be added litüe or notbing to tbe stock of talk. 

Wben bb wife left tbe room, bowe?er, be bad to say some- 
thingy BO tbey spoke of sbooting. Tbc Saint bad a redeeming 
featore — be was somewbat of a sportsman, tboagb a poor one, 
and be described to Oeoffrey a new pur of bammerless gnns, 
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whicb bo had booght for a trifling' ram of a hondred and.foriy 
ffoineas, recommcnding tli6 pattern to hU notioa. 

^ Yes,"* aDswcred Geoffrey, ^ I dare say thej ara Tery nioe ; 
bui, yon sec, ihey are bejond me. A poor man cannot afford 
80 moch for a pair of gons.** 

" Oh, if that is all," answered liis gocst, '* I wil! sell jou these ; 
thcy ate a little long in the stock for me, and yoa can pay me 
If hen you like. Or, hang it aU, I have plenty of gons. Til bo 
generoas and give them to yon. If I cannot afford to bo gcn- 
eroQS, I don't know who can P 

^' Thank yon, very moch, Mr. Donstan,** answered Greoffrey, 
coldly, " bot I am not in the habit of accepting sneb presents 
from my — acqoaintancea Wil! yon hare a glass of sherry f 
No! Then shall wc rejoin Lady Honoriaf* 

Tbis speech qoito croshed.the volgar bot not ill-meaning 
Saint, and Gcoffrey was sorry for it a moment aftcr he had 
made it Bat he was weary and ont of temper. Wby did his 
wife bring soch peoplo to the hoose ! Very sbortly afterwards 
tbcir goest took his leave, reflecting that Bingham was a con- 
ceitcd ass, and altogether too mach for him. ''And I don^t 
belicve that he bas got a thoosand a year," he reflected to him- 
sclf, ''and the title is bis wifc's. I suppose that is wbat he 
married her for. Sbe*s a mucb better sort than he is any way, 
Ibongh I don't qoite make her oat eitber — one can't go Tcry 
far with her. But she is the daaghtor of a peer and worth col- 
livating, but not when Bingliam is at home — not if I know it^' 

" Wbat have yoo said to Mr. Danstan to make him go away 
80 soon, Geoffrey f' asked bis wife. 

" Said to him ? oh, I don't know. He offered to give me a 
pair of gans, and I told him that I did not accept presents from 
my acqaaintances. Really, Honoria, I do not want to interfcre 
with yoar way of lifc, bot I do not onderstand bow yoo can 
associate with soch people as tbis Mr. Danstan. *' 

" Associate with him !*' answered Lady Honoria. " Do yoo 
sappose I want to associate with him ! Do yoo soppose that I 
don't know wbat tbc man is f Bot b^gars cannot bc choosers; 
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ho inaj bo m cad, bat be bas tbirty ibooaand a year, and we bIiii- 
ply cannot afford to tbrow away au acqaaintance witb tbirty 
tboaaand a year. It 18 too bad of yotf, Gcoffrey," sbe went on, 
witb liaing temper, '^wben yoa know all that I mast pat np 
witb in oor miaerable porerty-stricken Hfe, to tako every oppor- 
tonity of making yonrself disagreeable to tbe people I tbink it 
wiao to.aak to conie and see as. Here am I retaming from 
comfort to tbis wretcbed place, and the first tbing tbat yoo do 
is to make a f oss. Mr. Danstan bas got boxes at several of tbe 
best tbcatresy and be offered to Iet me ba?e one of tbem wben- 
erer I Hked — and now of conrse tbere is an end of it It is 
too bad, I say/' 

** It is really cnrioas, Honoris,^ said bcr basband, " to see 
wbat obligations yoa are ready to pnt yoarself undcr in searcb 
of pleasare. It is not dignified of yon to accept bozes at tbea- 
tres from tbis gentleman." 

'' Nonsense. Tbero b no obligation aboat it If be ga?e as 
a box, of coarse be woald mako a point of looking in doring 
tbe e?ening, and tben telling bis friends tbat it was Lady Ho- 
noria Bingbam be was speaking to — tbat is tbe excbange. I 
want to go to tbe tbeatre ; bo wants to get into good society — 
tbere, yoa bave tbe tbing in a nntsbell. It is done cveiy day. 
Tbe fact of tbe matter is, Oeoffrey/' sbe went on, looking very 
mncb as tbongb sbe were aboat to barst into a flood of angry 
tears, ^ as I said just now, b^gars cannot be cboosers — I can- 
not li?o like tbe wife of a banker's clerk. I mast bave mumê 
amasement, and wnu comfort, before I become an old woman. 
If yoa don't like it, wby did yoa entrap me into tbis wretcbed 
marriage, before I was old enongb to know better, or wby do 
yoa not make enongb money to keep me in a way suitablo to 
my positionf' 

^ We bave argaed tbat qocstion before, Honoria,'* said Oeof- 
froy, keeping bis temper witb diiScalty ; '* and now tbere is an- 
otber tbing I wisb to say to yoa. Do yoa know tbat detestable 
woman Anno stopped for more tban half an bonr at Padding- 
ton Station tbis evening flirting witb a ticket collector, instead 
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of 'biiDging Effie home ai once, u I told her to da I uu wery 
angry aboat it Slie is not to be idied on ; we ahall haTe aome 
accident with the child before we hare done. Gannot yoa dia- 
chai^ her and get anoiher nanef 

^' No, I cannot She is the one comfort I have. Where am 
I going to find another womaa who can make dreaaes like Anne 
— -«ho saves me a hnndred a year — I don't care if she flirted with 
fif ty ticket collectors. I snppoee yoa got this story from Eflk ; 
the child onght to be whipped f or talo-bearing, and I dare say 
that it is not tme." 

*' Effie will certainly not be whipped,'' answered GeoflErey, 
stemly. *' I wam yoa that it will go very badly with anybody 
who lays a fingcr on her.'' 

*' Oh, vcry well, min the child. <3o yoar own way, Geofirey I 
At any rate, I am not going to stop here to listen to any more 
abnse. Good-night," and she went. 

Geoffrey sat down and lit a cigarctte. **A pleasant home- 
coming," he thoogbt to himself. *' Honoria shall have money 
as mach as she can spend — if I kill myself to get it, she shall 
have it. What a life, what a life ! I wonder if Beatrice wonld 
treat her husband like this — if she had one." 

He laaghed aload at the absardity of the idca, and then with 
a gestare of impatience tlirow bis cigarette into the fire and 
went to bis room to try and get some sleep, for he was thor- 
ongbly wearied. 
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CHAPTER XVIL 

OBOmtST WIH8 HI8 CASE.* 

BsFOBB ten o*clock on the foUowing morning, having already 
Bpent two honn over hU brief, that he had now thoroaghly 
inastered, Ocoffrey was at bis cbambers, vhich he had some 
difficalty in reachiog, owing to tbc tbick fog tbat still hong 
over LondoD, and indeed all England. 

To bis surprise notbing bad been beard either of the attor- 
ney-genersl or of Mr. Candleton. The solicitors were in de- 
spair; bat be consoled tbero by saying tbat onc or the otber 
was snre to torn np in time, and tbat a few words wonld soffice 
to explain the additional ligbt wbich bad been tbrown on tbo 
case. He occnpied bis balf-bour, bowever, in inaking a few 
rongb notes to gnide biin in tbo altogctber improbable event 
of bis being called on to open, and tben went into court The 
case was first on the Hst, and tbcre were a good many counsel 
engaged on the otber side. Jost as the jndge took bis seat, the 
aolicitor, witb an expression of dismay, handcd Gcoffrey a tele- 
gram wbich bad tbat moment arrived from Mr. Candleton. It 
was dated from Calais on the prcvious nigbt, and ran : " Am nn- 
able to cross on account of tbick fog. You bad better get soroc- 
body else in Parsons and Donse." 

'^And we baven*t got another brief prepared," said tbo agon- 
ixcd solicitor. " What is more, I can hcar notliing of the at- 
tomey-general, and bis clerk does not seem to know where he 
is. Yon must ask for an adjoumment, Mr. Bingbaro; yon can't 
manage tbo case alone.*' 

" Very well,*' said Gcoffrey, and on the case being called ba 

roae and stated the circumstances to the Court But the Court 

was cmsty. It bad got the fog down its learned tbroat, and alto- 

gether It didn*t seem to see it Moreovcr, the otber side, raarking 

11 
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its advantagc, objectcd strongly. The witneaseSy broaght ai greaft 
expensc, were thcre ; hls lordsbip was thcre, the jary was there; 
if this case was not taken there was no other with which thej 
conld go OD, etc 

The Coart took the sanie view, and lectnred Geoffrey «everelj. 
Every connsel in a case, the Coort remerobered, when It was at 
the Bar, nsed to be able to open that case at a moment's no- 
tice, and thongh things had, It implied, no donbt deterioiated to 
a considerable extent since thosepalmy days, every connsid ongiht 
still to be prepared to do ao on eroéigency. 

Of coarse, however, if he, Qeoffrey, told the Conrt that be was 
absolntely nnprepared to go on wiüi the case, It wonld have no 
option bot to grant an adjonmment 

" I am perfectly prepared to go on with it, niy lord,** Geof- 
frey interposed, calmly. 

'* Vcry well," said tbe Coart, in a mollificd tone, " thcn go on ! 
I have no doabt that the leamed attomey-general will arrivc 
presently." 

Then, as is not nnasnal in a probate snit, foliowed an aigu- 
ment as to who sbould open it, the plaintiff or the defendant 
Geoffrey claimcd that this rigbt clearly lay with him, and 
the opposing counsel raiscd no great objection, thinking that 
thcy would do well to leave tbe opening in the hands of a rather 
inexpericnccd man, who wonld very likely work bis side more 
barm than good. So, somewhat to tbc horror of tbe solicitors, 
who thoQgbt with longing of tbc eloqnenco of tbc attomey- 
general, and the unrivalled experience and finesse of Mr. Candle- 
ton, Geoffrey was callcd apon to open tbc case for the defend- 
ants, propounding the first will. 

He rosc without fcar or besitation, and with bat one prayer 
in bis heart, that no untimely attomey-general woald pnt in an 
appearancc He bad got bis cbance, tbc chance for which many 
able men have to wait long years, and he knew it, and nieant to 
make tbe most of it Natarally a brilliant speaker, Greoffrey was 
not, as so many good speakers are, subject to fits of nervons- 
ness, and he was, moreover, tborongbly master of bis case.' 
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Ia five minates jndge, jory, and connsel were all liatening to , 
hiro with attCQtioD ; io ten thej were absorbed in the lacid 
aod soccinct statement of the facts which he was anfolding to 
them. His ghost theory was at fint received with a smile, but 
piesenüj coansd on the other side ceascd to sinile, and bq;an 
to look oneasy. If he coold prove what he said, there was an 
end of their case. When he had been speaking f or aboot forty 
minates ono of the opposing connsel intcrrnpted him with some 
lemarky and at that moment he noticed that the attorney-gen- 
eral^s clcrk was talking to the solicitor beneath him. 

"Bother it! he is coming,^ thonght Geoffrey. 

But nOy the solicitor, bending forward, inforroed him that 
the attomey-general had been nnavoidably detaincd by some 
important Government matter, and had rctnrncd his brief. 
Wel], we most get on as we can/' Geoffrey said. 
If yon continne like that we shall gct on vcry well,*' whispered 
tlie solicitor, and then Geoffrey knew that he was doing well. 

" Yes, Mr. Bingham P said his lordship. 

Then Geoffrey went on with his statement 

At Innch-time it was a qaestion whether anothcr leader 
shonld be briefed. Geoffrey said that so far as hc was con- 
cemed he coold gct on alone. He knew cvery point in the 
case, and he had got a f ricnd to " take a note ^ for him while 
he was speaking. 

After some hesitation, the solicitors decidcd not to brief 
fresh connsel at tbis stage of the cansc, bot to leavc it cntirely 
in his hands. 

It wonld be nteless to folio w the details of this remsrkable 
will soit, which lasted two days, and attracted moch attention. 
Geoffrey won it, and won it triomphantly. His address to the 
jnry on the whole case was long remembered in the'conrtS| 
rising as it did to a very high level of f orensic eloqoence. Few 
who saw it ever forgot the sight of his handsome face and com- 
manding presence as he crosbcd the case of his opponents like 
an ^;g-shell, and then with calm and overwhelming force de- 
noonced the woman who with her lover had concocted the 
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crad plot Üiat robbed her nDcle of life aod her eooaiiis 
property» till at the last, pointiog towards her with outratretch- 
ed hand, be branded her to the jory as a morderess. 

Few io that crowded conrt havo foigotten the tragic acoDo 
that foUowed vfhen the trcmblLDg woman, wom oat by the long 
anxiety of the trial, and otterly nnnerved by her accuser^s briii- 
iant invective, rosé from her seat and cried : *\ We did it; it ia 
tme that we did it to get the money ; bot we did not mean to 
frighten him to dcath," and then feil fainting to the groand; or 
Geoffrey Bingham's qniet worda as he sat down : **My lord and 
gentlemen of the jnry, t do not think it nccessary to carry my 
case any farther.^' 

There was no applausc, the occasion was too dramatically 
solenin ; bnt the impression made both opon the Conrt and tlie 
ontside public, to whoro such a scène is pecoliarly fitted to 
appeal, was deep and lasting. 

Geoffrey himself was nnder little delnsion about tbc matter. 
He had no conceit in bis composition, bnt neither had he any 
false modesty. He roercly accepted tbc sitnation as really pow- 
erfnl men do accept sucb evcnts — with thankfalness, bat witb- 
ont snrpnse. He had got his chance at last, and likc any other 
able man, whatever his walk of life, he had riscn to it That 
was all. Most men get sneb cbances in some shape or forro, 
and are nnable to avail themselvcs of tbcm. Geoffrey was one 
of the exceptions ; as Beatrice bad said, he was born to snc- 
ceed. As be sat down be knew that he was a made man. 

And jet, wbilc ho walkcd Lome that nigbt, his ears still fall 
of the congratnlations wbich bad rained in on bim from every 
qnarter, he was conscioos of a certain pride. He will bave 
feit as Geoffrey feit tbat nigbt wbose lot it bas been to fight 
long and strcnaonsly agalnst circamstances so advcrse as to be 
almost overwhelming, knowing in bis heart that he was bom to 
lead, and not to follow, and who at last, by one mental effort, 
with no friendly hand to help, and no friendly voice to gnide, 
bas sncceeded in bursting a road throngh the difiicnlties wbich 
hemmed him in', and bas snddenly found himself, not above 
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eompetition, indeed, bat still able to meet it He m\\ not have 
been too proad of that endeavor; it will have seemed bot a 
litUe thing to him— 4i thing fall of faalU and impcrfections, 
and falling far short of his ideal. Ho will not even have atr 
tached great a importance to his snccess, becaase, if he is a per- 
8on of this calibre, he mast remember how small it is when all 
is said and donc; tbat even in bis daj tbere are those who can 
beat him on his own gronnd; and also tbat all worldly snccess, 
liko the most perfect flower, yet bears in it the clements of 
dccay. But hc will have reflected with hamblo satisfaction on 
those long yeara of patiënt stiiving which have at Icngth lifted 
him to an eminence vhence he can climb on and on, scarcely 
encnmbered by the jostling crowd; till at length, worn ont, the 
time comes for him to fall. 

So Qeoürcj tboaght and feit The thing was to be done, 
and bo had done it. Honoria shoald have money now ; she 
ahonld no longcr be able to twit him v^ith their povcrty. Yes, 
and a better tboaght still, Beatrice wonld be glad to hear of 
his litUe triomph. 

He reached home rather late. Honoria was going oot to 
dinner with a distingnished coosln, and was already dressing. 
Geoffrey had declined the invitation, which was a short onc, 
becaase hc liad not expected to be back from chambers. In 
his enthnsiasm, howcver, he went op to his wife's room to teil 
her of the event 

*' Well," she said, " what have yoa been doing f I think 
that yon might have arranged to comc ont with me. My going 
ont by myself does not look well. Ob, I forgot ; of coarse 
yoa are in that case.*' 

" Yes — that is, I was. I have won the case. Here is a vcry 
fair report of it in the St. James* s Gazette^ if you care to read it" 

*'Good heavens, Geoffrey ! how can you expect me to read 
all that stuff when I am dressing f* 

" I don't expect yon to, Honoria ; qnly, as I say, I have won 
the case, and I sball get plenty of work now.** 

*^ Will you f I am glad to hear it ; perhaps wc shall be able 
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to escape from this honid flat if yoa do. Therc, Anno I Je toos 
l'ai toojoors dit, cette robe ne me va pas bien." 

" Mais, milady, la robe va parfaiteinent — ^ 

" That is yonr opinion," gmmbled Lady Honoria. ** WeU, it 
isn't mine ; bat it will have to do. Good-night^ Geoffrey ; I 
dare say thtft yoa will have gone to bed when I gct backy** and 
she was gone. 

Geoffrey picked ap bis SLJames^s ChuetU witb a sigb. He 
feit hart, and knew that he was a fooi for his pains. * Lady 
Honoria was not a sympathetic peraon; it was not fair to 
èxpect it from her. Still he feit hart Ho went ap-staira and 
heard Effie her prayere. 

" Where bas yoa been, daddy — ^to tlie Smoky Town T The 
Temple was enphcmistically known to Effie as the Smoky Town. 

" Yes, dear." 

" Yoa go to the Smoky Town to make bread and batter, 
don't y OU, daddy f* 

" Yes, dear, to make bread and battcr.*' 

*' And did yoa make any, daddy V^ 

" Yes, Effie, a good deal to-day." 

" Then where is it — in yonr pocket ?" 

" No, love, not exactly. I won a big lawsnit to-day, and 
I shall gct a grcat many pcnnics for it." 

** Oh," answered Effie, meditatively, *' I am glad that yoa 
did win. Yoa do like to win, doesnH yon, daddy dear f' 

*^Yes, lovc." 

" Then I will give yon a kiss, daddy, bccanse yoa did winj" 
and she snited the action to the word. 

Geoffrey went from tbc littlc room with a sof tened heart. Ho 
dressed and ate som e dinner. 

Then he sat down and wrote a long letter to Beatrice, tell- 
ing her all abont tbc trial, and not sparing her his reasons for 
adopting each particular tactic and line of argument which 
conduced to the great result. 

And though his letter was fonr sheets in length, he knew that 
Beatrice wonld not be bored at having to read it. 
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CHAPTER XVin. 

THX RI8INO STAR. 

As migbt be expected, tbe raemorablo case of Parsons and 
Donae proved tbo tnrning-point in Greoffrej's carcer, wbicb was 
theixceforward one of brilliant and startling snccess. Oo tbe. 
verj Dext morning wben he reacbed bis cbambers it was to fihd 
tbree beavy briefs awaitiog bim, and tbey proved to be but 
tbe beralds of an nninterrapted flow of lucrative business. Of 
eonrse be was not a Queen's Ck>ansel, bat now tbat bis great 
nataral powers of advocacy bad become gencrally known, so- 
licitors freqncntly employed bim alone, or gave bim anotber 
junior, so tbat be migbt bring tbose powers to bear npon jarics. 
Now it wasy too, tbat Ocoffrey reapcd tbe frnits of tbe ardaons 
legal studies wbicb be bad foliowed without cessation from tbe 
time wben be fonnd bimself tbrown apon bis own resources, and 
wbicb bad made a sound lawyer of bim, as well as a brilliant 
and effective advocate. Soon, even witb bis great capacity for 
work, be bad as mucb business as bc could attend to. When 
Fortune gives good gifts, sbe generally does so witb a lavisb 
band. 

Tbus it came to pass tbat, about tbree weeks after tbe trial 
of Parsons and Donse, Ocoffrey's unclc, tbe solicitor, died, and 
to bis surprise left bim twenty thousand pounds, '* believing," 
be said in bis will, wbicb was dated tbree days bcfore tbe tes- 
tator's deatb, " tbat tbis snm will assist bim to rise to tbe bcad 
of bis profession." 

Now tbat it had dawned upon her tbat her busband really 
was a success, Honoria's manner towards bim modified very 
coDMderably. Sho even became amiable, and once or twico 
almost affectionatc. Wben Geoffrey told ber of tbe twenty 
thooaand pounds sbe was radiant. 
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" Why, we sball be ablo to go back to BoltoD Street now,** 
sbe said ; ^* and, as lock wili have it, oor old house is to let I 
saw a bil] in tbe w indow yesterday.** 

" Yes," be said ; " y oa eau go back as soon as yon llke." 

"And cao we keep a carriagaP 

" No, Qot yet ; I ara doiog well, but Dot well enoogh f or that 
Next year, if I live, yoa will be ablo to bave a canii^. IX>D*t 
b^Q to gnimble, Honoria. I bave got one handrod and fifty 
ponnds to spare, and if yoa care to come rooDd to a jewellcr's 
you can spend it on what yoa like." 

" Ob, yon deligbtf al person T' said bis wife. 

So tbey weet to tbe jewellcr's, and Lady Honoria boogbt oma- 
ments to tbe valae of one bandred and fifty ponnds^ and carried 
them bonie« and bang over tbein as anotber class of wonum 
migbt bang over ber first-bom cbild, admiring tbem witb a tender 
ecstasy. Wbenever be bad a snm of rooncy that be conld afford 
to part witb, Geoffrcy wonld take her thns to a jewcller^s or a 
dress-inaker's, and stand by coldly whiio she bonght tbings to 
its valae. Lady Honoria was delighted. It never entered into 
her mind that, in a aense, be was taking a revenge npon her, 
and that every f resh exbibition of her rejoicings over the good 
tbings tbns provided added to hls contempt for her. 

Hiose werc happy days for Lady Honoria I She rejoiced in 
tb is retam of wealth, like a scbool-boy at the coming of the 
holidays, or a balf-frozen wanderer at the rising of tbe san. 
Sbe had been miserable daring all this night of poverty, as mis- 
erable as her natnre admitted of ; now she was happy again, 
as she nnderstood happiness. For bred, edocated, civilized — 
what yoa will — oat of tbc more hnman passions, Lady Ho- 
noria had replaced tbera by this idol-worship of wealth, or 
ratber of what wealth brings. It gave her a positivo physical 
satisfaction ; ber beaaty, wbicb bad began to fade, came back 
to her; she looked five years yoanger. And all the while 
Gleoffrey watcbed her witb an ever-growing scom. 

Once it broke ont The Bolton Street honse had been 
fumisbed ; be gave her fif teen bandred ponnds to do it^ and 
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witb whst tliings thej owned she managed rery woll on tbat 
Tbej moTed into it, and Honoria had set herself up with a 
sofficient snpply of grand dresses and jewellery saitable to her 
recoTered position. One day, however, it occnrred to her that 
EfiBe was a child of remarkable beanty, who, if properly dress- 
ed, wonld look very nico in the drawing-room at tea-time. So 
she ordored a lovely costume for her — tbis deponent is not 
ablo to describo it, bat it consisted largely of velvet and lace. 
Geoffrey heard notbing of this dress ; bat coming home rathcr 
early one afternoon — it was on a Satnrday — he foond the child 
being shown off to a roomful of visitors, and dressed in a 
strango and wonderfal attire, witb which, not annatnrally, she 
was Tastly pleased. He sald notbing at tbe time ; bat when 
at length the dropping firo of callers had ccased, he asked who 
pot E£Be into that dress. 

*' I did," said Lady Honoria, *' and a pretty penny it bas 
cost, I can teil you. Bat I can't have the cbild come down so 
poorly dotbed ; it does not look wcll." 

^Then she can stay np-stairs,'* said Geoffrey, frowning. 

'* What do yon mcan V asked bis wife. 

'* I mean that I will not have her decked out ia those fine 
cloihes ; they are qaito ansaitablo to her age. There is plenty 
of time for her to take to vanity." 

** I really don*t anderstand you, Geoffrey. Why shoald not 
the child be handsomcly dressed f' 

''Why not f Grcat Heavcn ! Honoria, do yoa sappose that I 
want to see Effie grow up Hkc you, to lead a life of empty pleas- 
ure-seeking idleness, and make a god of laxary f I bad rather 
seo her*' — he was going to add, " dcad first," bat checked 
hirosdfy and said — " have to work for her living. Dress yoar- 
self np as mach as yoa likc, bat leavo tbe child alone.*' 

Lady Honoria was fnrioas, bat she was also a little frighten- 
ed. She had never heard her hnsband spcak qaite like this 
bcfore, and there was something andcmeath bis words that she 
did not qaite anderstand. Still Icss did she naderstand when 
on tbc Monday Geoffrey saddenly told her that he bad fifty 
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poQDcU for her to spend as she liked, theii accompanied her 
to a inantle-shop, and stood patiently bj, smiling coldly w hile 
fibe iiivested it in laco and cmbroiderie& Hoooria thoogbt 
tbat he was making leparatioa for bis sbarp wordSi and ao he 
was, bat to hiiDself, and in another sense. Eveiy time be gave 
ber money in tbis fasbion Geoffrey feit like a man wbo bas paid 
off a debt of bonor. Sbe had tannted bim again and again 
witb ber povcrty — the poverty sbe said tbat hé had bronght her 
— for every taant he w oold beap npon ber all those tbings in 
wbicb her soal deligbted. He woald glot ber witb weal^ as, 
in ber bour of victoiy, Qoeen Toroyris glntted dead Cyms with 
the blood of men. 

It was an odd way of taking a revenge, and ono tbat snited 
Lady Honoria admintbly ; bat thongb its victim feit no sting, 
it gave Geoffrey mach secret relief. Also he was carions ; he 
wisbed to sce if tbere was any bottom to socb a woman's de- 
sire for laxary, if it woald not bring satiety witb it Bat Lady 
Honoria was a very bad subject for such an experiment. Sbe 
never showed tbe least sign of being satiated eitber witb fine 
tbingSy witb pleasares, or with social delights. They were her 
natnral element, and be might as soon have expected a fish to 
weary of tbe water, or an cagle of tbe rusbing air. 

Tbe winter wore away, and tbe spring came. One day, it 
was in April, Geoffrey, who was a moderate Libcral by persaa- 
sion, casually annoanced at dinner tbat be was going to stand 
for Parliament in tbe Unionist interest The representation of 
one of tbe few Metropolitan divlsions wbicb bad tben retam- 
ed a Home Raler bad fallen vacant As it cbanccd, he knew 
tbe bead Unionist whip very well. They had been friends 
since they were lads at school together, and tbis gentleman, 
baving heard Geoffrey make a brilliant speech in conrt, was 
saddenly strack with tbe idea tbat he was tbe very man to 
lead a forlom-hope. 

The npshot of it was tbat Grcoffrey was asked if be woald 
stand, and replied tbat he most have two days to think it over. 
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Wüat he reallj wabted the two daya for was to enable him to 
write to Beatrico and receive au answer from her. He bad an 
alrooat aupentitious faith in her jndgment, and did oot like to 
act withoQt it Aftcr carefnllj wéighing the pros and cons, 
hia own view was that he shoald do well to stand. ProbaBly 
he wonld be defeated, and it might cost him five handred 
ponnds. On the other hand, it woald certainly make bis name 
known as a politician, and he was now in a fair way to eam so 
laige an income that he coold well afford to risk the money. 
The only great objection which he saw was that if he hap- 
pened to get in, it most mean that he wonld have to work all 
day and all night too. Well, he was strong, and the more 
work he did tbc better — ^it kept him from thinking. 

In dne conrse Beatrice's answer camc. Her view coincided 
with l^is own ; she recomrocnded him to take tbe opportnnity, 
and pointcd ont tbat with bis growing legal repntation tbero 
was no office in the State to which he might not aspire, when 
he had once proved bimself a capablo mcmber of Parliamcnt 
OeoflErey read the letter throngb, then immediately sat down 
and wrote to bis friend the whip, accepting the saggestion of 
the (Government 

The ncxt fortnigbt was a hard one for him, bat Geoffrey was 
as good a man on the platform as in conrt, and be bad, more- 
over, tbc very valoable knack of saiting bimself to bis aodience. 
Aa bis canvass went on it was generally rccognized that tbe 
-seat which had been considered bopeless was now doubtful. 
A great amonnt of pablic interest was concentrated on tbc 
election, both npon the Unionist and tbe Separatist side, each 
claiming that the rcsnlt of tbe poll wonld show to their advan- 
tage. Tbe Home Rnle party strained evcry nervc against him, 
being most anxioas to show tbat tbe free and independent 
dectors of tbis single division, and thereforo of tbc conntry at 
large, held the Government policy in particular horror. Letters 
were obtained from great anthoritics and frecly printed. Irish 
members» fresh from jail, were brongbt down to detail their 
grierancea. It was even snggested that onc of them shoald 
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appear on tbe platform io prison garb— in short, OTery eleetion- 
eering engine known to political sdence was broaght to bear 
to f orward tho fortanes of either ude. 

As time went on Lady Honoria, who had been aomewhat in- 
difterent at first, grew qnite ezeited aboat the lesult For one 
tbing, she foand that the contest attached an iipportance to 
berself in tho ejes of the tmly great which was not withónt ita 
cbarm. On the daj of the poll she drove aboot all day in an 
open carriage, under a bright blue parasol, having Eflk (who 
became ^erj bored) bj her side, and two noble lords on the 
front seat; as a conseqnence, tbe resnlt was nniversallj de- 
clared b j a ccrtain section of the -press to be entirelj dne to the 
efforts of nnprincipled bnt titlcd and lovelj woman. It was 
even said tbat^ like another lady of nnk in a past gcnention, 
shé kissed a bntcher in order to win bis vote. Bnt those who 
made tbe remark did not know Lady Honoria; she was.incih 
pable of kissing a bntcher, or» indeed, anybody else. Her in- 
clinations did not He in that direction. 

In tbe end Geoffrey was retnmed by a roagnifioent majority 
of ten Yotes, rednced on a scrntiny to seven. fle took bis aeat 
in tbe House on the foUowing night amid lood Unionist 
cbeering. In the cbnrse of the evening's debate a prominent 
member of the G^ovemment made allnsion to bis retnm as a 
proof of tbe trinmph of Unionist principles. Thcreon a very 
leading member of the Separatist oppositi'on retorted that it 
was nothing of tbe sort, " that it was a matter of common no- 
toriety that tbe honorable member's return was owing to the 
unnsnal and most nncommon ability displayed by him in the 
conrse of bis canvass, aided as it was by artfully applied and 
aristocratie femininc influence." This was a delicate allnsion 
to Honoria and her blue parasol. 

As Geoffrey and bis wife werc driving back to Bolton Street, 
af ter the declaration of tbe poll, a little incident occnrred. 
Geoffrey told the coacbman to stop at tbe first tcIegraph-ofSce, 
and getting out of the carriage, wired to Beatrice, *' In by ten 
yotes." 
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^'To wbom hiiTe yoa been tel^raphiog, Geoffrejf' asked 
Imdj Honoria. 

^I ielegraphcd to Miss Granger,^ he answercd. 

''Ahl So yoa still keep np a corrcspondcnce with that 
papil-teacher girl.** 

** YeSy I do. I wish that I had a few more sach correspood- 
enta." 

^'lodeed! Yoa are easy to please. I thoaght her one of 
the iDoet disagreeable yoang woraen whom I ever raet*' 

''Then it does not say mach for your taste, Honoria.*' 

Hia wife made no farther remark, bat she had her thoaghts. 
Honoria possessed good points ; among others she was not a 
jealooa perion ; she was too cold and too indifferent to be jealoos. 
Bot the did not like the idea of anothcr woman obtaining an 
iofloence over her hasband, who, as she now b^an to recog- 
niiey was one of the roost brilliant men of 4iis day, and who 
roight well become one of the most wealthy and powcrful. 
Oearly he existed for her benefit, not for that of any other 
woman. Sbe was no foo], and slie saw that a considerable 
intimacy mast exist bet ween the two, otherwiso he wonld not 
have thoaght of telegraphlng to Beatrice at sach a moment 

Within a week of his election Geoffrey made a speech. It 
was not a long speech, nor was it upon any very important 
itaae ; bat it was exceedingly good of its kind — good enoagh 
to be reported verbatim, indeed, and those listening to it recog- 
nixed that they had to deal with a ncw man who wonld one 
day be a very big man. There is no place whero an able per- 
soo finds his level qaickcr than in the Hoaso of Commons, 
composed as it is, for the most part, of more or less wealthy or 
frantic mediocritics. Bat Gkoffrey was not a roediocrity ; he 
was an exceedingly able and po werf al man, and tbis the Hoase 
qaickly recognized. 

For the next few months Geoffrey worked as men rarely work. 
All day he was at his chambers or in conrt, and at nigbt he sat 
in the Hoase, getting ap his briefs when he coald Bat he al- 
waya did get them ap; no solicitors had to complain that the 
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▼uiity. On the oootrary, as his miDd grew moro and more 
wearied with the strain of work, raelancboly took ao e?er 
stronger hold of it Had he gone to a doctor, he might have 
beeo told that his li?er was ont of order, which was verj likelj 
true. 

Bat this woald not mend matters. " What a world T he 
might ha?e cried — ^ what a world to live in when all a inan*s 
happiness depends npon his li?er P He contracted an accnrsed 
habit of looking on the black side of tbings; tronble alwajs 
caoght his oje. 

It was no wonderful casQ. Men of large mind are very 
rarelj happy men. It is jour little animal-minded individoal 
who can be happy. Thns, women, who reflect less, are, as a 
dass, mach happier and more contented than men. Bat the 
Jaige-minded man sees too far, and gaesses too mach of what 
he cannot see. He looks forward, and notcs the dasty end of 
his laborioas days ; he looks nronnd and shudders at the nn- 
ceasing misery of a coarso, straggling world ; the sight of the 
pitifnl b^gar-babe craving brcad on tottering f eet pierces his 
heart He cannot console himself with a reflection that the 
child had no business to be bom, or that if he dcnndcd him- 
self of his last poand he woald not matcrially help the class 
which bred it 

And above the garish lights of earthly joys, and the dim 
reek of earthly wretchedness, he sees the soicmn firmament 
that veils his racers dcstiny. For snch a man, in sach a mood, 
even religion has terrors as wcll as hopes, and while tbc gloom 
gathers aboat his mind these are with him more and more. 
What lies beyond that arching mystery to whose horizon he 
daily draws more close — whose doors may even now be open- 
ing for him f A hnndred voiccs answer, bat no two agree. 
A hnndred hands point ont a hundred roads to knowledge — 
they are lost half-way. 

Only the cold, spiritnal firmament, anlit by any gniding 
stars» nnbrightèned by the flood of homan day, and anshad- 
owed by the veils of haman night, still bends above his head 
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in mwfnl chugeleuness, ud atill bta «euy («at dm« cIomt to 

th« portJÜs of tho Weat. 

It is verj sad and wrong, bnt it is not alh^ettaw hu hoh; 
it is rather a fanlt of ihe ago^ of ovei-educatioB, of o»er-Btrï*ing 
to be wiie. Galtivate the aearcbing apirit and it will grow and 
rend yon. Tbe apirit wonld soar, it «ould bm, bnt the fieah 
weighs it down, and in «11 fleab th«rs ia Jittlê JigbL Yet, at 
tiniea, brooding on aome uDDatnre] beigbt of Thonght, ita ejcs 
aeem to b« opened, and it catchea gleama of tenifjing daja to 
come, or, percbance, discerna tbe hopcleas gates of an imniea»- 
nrable night, 

Ob, for tbat aimplcr faitb wbïch erer recedes more far from 
tbe ken of tbe cnltivated, qDestionÏDg mind I Tbcre alone cao 
peace bo fonnd, and for tite fooliab who dtscard it, aetting op 
man's wisdom as a aign, soon tbe bnman lot will be ono long 
fear. Grown scïcntific, and weary with tlo weiglit of knowl- 
edge, tbcy will reject thcir ancient gods, and no sniug-faced 
Positifism will bring tbcm consolation. Science, Lcre and 
tbere illaniitig tbe glooin of destitijr witU its poor elcctric lights, 
criea out tbat theï aro gniding atare. Bnt they are no stare, 
and tbe; will flare awny. Let os pray for darknesa, more darfe- 
ncss, lest, to oor benildered sight, tbc; do bat aerve to ahow 
tbat wliicb ihall mnrdcr Hope. 

So tbiok GleoSre; and liis kin, and in thcir unexprcssed di»- 
Tany, torn, seeking refuge from tlieir pliysical and spiritoal 
loDclincKs, hal for tbo most part finding none. Nature, stilt 
atroag in tbem, poiots to the dear fdlowaljip of woman, and 
tbey roake tbc ventnrc to find a mate, not a companion. But, 
as it cbanced, in Geoffrey's case bc did find sucb a companion 
in Beatricc, after bc hail, by marrlage, built op an impassable 
wall bet ween Ibem. 

And yet be looged for ber society witb an intensïty tbat 
alaraied bim. He bad her letters, indeed, but wbat are lettere f 
One touch of a beloved band is wortb a tbonsand letten. In tbe 
midat of hisgreat sacceaa Geofirey waa wretched at heart, yet it 
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•oemed to liim tbat if he once more conld have Beatrice at his 
side, iboagh odIj as a fricnd, bo woald find rest and bappi- 
ness. 



Wben a man*s heart is tbas set npon an objeet, bis reason is 
soon eonviDced of its innocencey even of its desirability, and a 
kindly fate will generally contrive to give bim tbe opportanity 
rein wbich bo so ardently desires. 
18 
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CHAPTER XIX. 

OKOFFRBT HA8 ▲ TISITOIL 

And Beatricc — had she fared better daring these long monthst 
Alasy Dot at all I She had gone away from the Biyngelly Sta- 
tion on that aatumn morning of &u:ewell sick at heart, and aick 
at heart she had remained. Throngh all the long winter months 
sorrow and bitterness had been her portion, and now, in the 
happiness of spring, sorrow and bitterness were with her still. 
She loved hini, she longed for his prcsence, and it was denied 
to her. She coald not console herself as can some women, nor 
did her deep passion wear away ; on the contrary, it scemcKl to 
grow and gather with every passing week. Neither did she 
wish to lose it, she loved too wcll for that It was better to be 
thns tormented bj conscience and by hopelessness than to lose 
her canse of piun. 

One consolation Beatrice had, and one only ; she knew that 
Geoffrey did not forget her. His letters told her this. These 
letters, indeed, were everjthing to her — a woman can get so 
mach more comfort out of a letter than a man. Next to re- 
ceiving them, she loved to answer them. She was a good and 
even a brilliant letter-writer, bat often and often sho would tear 
np what she had written and begin again. Tbcro was not mnch 
nows in Bryngelly ; it was diflScnlt to make her letters amnsing. 
Also, the farcical nataro of the whole proceeding seeroed to par- 
aijze her. It was ridicalous, having so mach to say, to be able 
to say nothing. Not that Beatrice wished to indite love-letters — 
sach an idea had never crossed her mind — bat ratber to write as 
ihey had talked. Yet when she tried to do so the results were 
not satisfactory to her, the words looked strange on paper — she 
could not send them. In GeofErey's meteor-like advanco to 
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hmt and fortone she took the keencst joy and interest^ far 
more than be did, indeed. Thoogh, like that of most otber in- 
telligent creatnrea, her soal tarned with loathing f rom the dreary 
fastian of politicBi she woald religioasly search the parliamen- 
tary eolamns from beginning to end on the chance of finding 
hia name or the notice of a speech by him. The law reports 
also farnishcd her with a happy hunting-groond in which she 
often f onnd her game. 

Bnt they were miscrable montha. To rise in the moming, 
to go throagh the ronnd of daily daty, thinking of OeofErey ; 
to come home wearied and fioally to seek refago in sleep nnd 
dreams of him — ^this was the som of them. Then tbere were 
eiber tronbles. To begin with, tliiogs had gone from bad to 
worse at the Yicarage. The tithes scarcely came in at all, and 
e?ery day thcir poverty pinched them closer. Had it not been 
for Beatrice*s salary it was difficalt to see how the faraily could 
ha?e eontinned to ezist She gave it alraost all to her fathcr 
now, only keeping back a very sraall som for her neccssary 
clolhing and such sondrics as stamps and writtng-paper. Even 
then Elisabclb gmrabled bitterly at her extravagaoco in con- 
tinning to 'bny a daily paper, askiog what business she had to 
spend sixpence a week on such a needless Inxury. But Beatrice 
oonld not roake up her mind to doek the paper, with its occa- 
aional mention of Greoffrey. 

Again, Owen Davies was a perpctual anxicty to her. His 
infatnation for herself was bccoming notorions; everybody saw 
it except her fathcr. Mr. Qranger*s mind was so occapied with 
qnesttona connected with ttthe that, fortunately for Beatrice, 
Httle else could find an cntry. Owen doggcd her about ; hc 
wonld wait whole hours outside the school or by the Yicarago 
gate merely to speak a few words to her. Somctimes when at 
lengtb she appeared he seemed to be struck dumb; he could 
aay noüiing, but would gaze at her with his dull eyes in a fash- 
ion that filled her with vague alarm. He ncvcr ventured to 
speak to her of love, indeed, bat he looked it, which was al- 
moat as bad. Another thing was that he had grown jealous. 
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The seed which Elixabeth bad planted in his mind bad broogbft 
fortb abnndantlj, tboogb of coane Beatrice did nol know tbat 
tbis was ber sister's doing. 

Oo tbe very moniiog tbat QeoSxej went away Mr. Davies 
bad met ber as sbe was walking back from tbe station, and 
asked ber if Mr. Bingbam bad gone. YHien sbe replied tbat 
tbis was 80, sbe bad distinctly beard bim mnrroar, ^ Thank God 1 
tbank God T' Subseqaently sbe discovered also tbat be bribed 
tbe old postman to keep oonnt of tbe letters wbicb sbe sent and 
rcceived from GeofErey. 

These thiogs filled Beatrice witb alarm, bat there was worae 
behind. Mr. Davies began to send ber presents, first sneb tbings 
as prize pigooos and fowls, tben jewellery. Tbe pigeona and 
fowls sbe coald not well rotam witbont ezciting rcmark, bot 
tbe jewellery sbe sent back by one of tbe school childrcn. Firat 
came a bracelet, tben a lockct witb bis pbotograpb inside, and 
lastly, a case tbat^ when sbe opcned it, wbicb ber cnriosity led 
ber to do, nearly blinded ber witb light It was a diamond neck- 
lacc, and sbe bad nevcr even seen sneb diamonds before, bnt 
from tbeir size and lastre sbe knew tbat eacb stone mnst be 
wortb bandrcds of poands. Beatrice pat it in ber pocket and 
carried it nntil sbe met bim, wbicb sbe did in tbe conrse of 
tbat aftemoon. 

'* Mr. Davies," sbe sidd, beforc be conld speak, and banding 
bim tbe package, ^ tbis bas been sent to me by mistake. Will 
yon kindly take it back f' 

He took it, abasbed. 

" Mr. Davies,'' sbe went on, looking bim f uil in tbe eyes, '* I 
bope tbat there will be no more sach mistakes. Plcase onder- 
stand that I cannot accept presents from yon." 

''If Mr. Bingbam bad sent it yon would bave accepted it,** 
be mnttered, solkily. 

Beatrice tamed and flashed snch a look on bim that be feil 
back and left ber. But it was troe, and she knew tbat it was 
tme. If Geoffrey had given ber a sixpence with a hole in it, 
i^e wonld have valned it more tban all tbe diamonds on eartb. 
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Ob, what a position was ben ! And it was wrongi too. Sbe 
bad DO rigbt to love tbe busband of anotber woman. Bat lïgbt 
or wroDg tbe fact remained : sbe did loye bim. 

And tbe worst of it was that, as sbe well knew, sooner or later 
all tbis aboot Mr. Davies mast come to tbe ears of ber fatber, 
and tben wbat woald bappen f One tbing was certain. In bis 
present poverty-stricken condition be would move beaven and 
eartb to bring aboot ber marriage to tbis ricb man. Her fatber 
nerer bad been very scmpalons wbere monej was concemed, 
and tbe pincli of want was not likely to make bim more sa 

Nor, we maj be snre, did all tbis escape tbe jealous eyes of 
Elizabctb. Tbings lookcd black for ber, bat sbe did not intend 
to tbrow np tbe cards on tbat accoont Only it was time to 
lead tmmps. In otbcr words, Beatrice mast be fatally compro- 
roised in tbe eyes of Owcn Davies, if by any means tbis conld 
be brongbt aboot So far tbings bad gone well for ber scbemes. 
Beatrice and Geoffrey loved each other, of tbat Elizabetb was cer- 
tain. Bot tbe existcnce of tbis secret anderband affection woold 
avail bor nangbt onless it coald be constrood into acts. Every- 
body is free to indolge in secret prcdilections, bot if once tbey 
give tbem way, if once a woman^s cbaracter is compromised, 
tben tbe world avails itsclf of its opportonities and destroys ber. 
Wbat man, tbooglit Elizabetb, woold marry a compromised 
woman f If Beatrice coold be compromised Owon Davies woold 
not take ber to wife — tberefore tbis most be broogbt abont« 

It sounds wicked and nnnatoral. "Impossible tbat sister 
sboold 80 treat sister,** tbe reader of this bistory may say, tbink- 
ing of ber own, and of ber affectionate and respectable snr- 
roandings. Bot it is not impossible. If yon wbo doobt will 
stody tbe law reports, and no worse occopation can be wisbed 
to yon, yoo will find tbat socb tbings are possible. Homan 
natnre can rise to strenge beigbts, and itcan also f all tadeptbs 
beyond yonr fatboming. Becanse a tbing is witbont parallel in 
yonr own small experience it in no way follows tbat it cannot be. 

Elizabetb was a very remorseless person ; sbe was more — sbe 
was a woman actnated by paasion and by greed, tbe two strongest 
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motires known to the haman heart. Bat with her Temone». 
lessness she united a considerablo d^jpree óf lotelligeDce, or 
lather of intellect Had she been a sarage ahe iD%bt have i«- 
moved ber sister f rom ber patb by a more ezpeditioos way ; be- 
ing wbat sbe was^ she merely atrore to e&ct the ttooe end by 
a method not ponishable by law— in shórty by moidering her 
repntation. Woald she be responsiblé if her sbter went wrong^ 
and was thos ntterly discredited in the eyes of thu man who 
wishcd to roarry hor, and whom Elizabeth wisbed to marryf 
Of coorse not ; that was Beatrice's affiiir. Bot' ahe conld gi^e 
her erery chance of falling into temptatioo, and this it was her 
fixed design to do. 

Circumstances soon gave her an opportnnity. The need of 
money became rery pressing at the Yicarage. They had Hter-^ 
ally no longer thé wherewithal to live. The Uthe-payera ab- 
solately refnsed to folfil tbcir ob]igation& As it happened, 
Jones, the man who bad mnrdcred the anctioneer, was never 
bronght to trial. He dicd shortly after bis arrest in a fit of 
delirium tremens and nervous prostrationy brooght on by the 
sndden ecssation of a snpply of stimnlants, and an examplo 
was lost that, had he been duly hanged, might hare been raade 
of the rcsnits of defying the law. Mr. Granger was now too 
poor to insiitute any f nrther proceedings, which, in the state of 
pablic feeüng in Wales, might or might not sneceed ; he conld 
only snbmit^ and snbroission meant b^gary. Indeed he was 
alr^y a beggar. In this state of affairs he took connsel with 
Elizabeth, poioting ont that they mest either get money or 
starve. Now, the only possible way to get money was by bor- 
rowing it, and Mr. Granger*s saggestion was that he should apply 
to Owen Davies, who had plenty. Indeed, he wonld ha?e done 
so long ago bnt that the sqnire had the repntation of being an 
ezceedingly close-fisted man. 

Bat thb proposition did not at all snit Elizabeth's book. Her 
great object had been to conceal Mr. Davies's desires as r^rds 
Beatrice from her father, and her daily dread was that he might 
become acqaainted with them from some oatside soarce. She 
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knew yeiy well that if her fatbcr went np to the Castle to bor- 
row money it woald bo lent, or rather givcn, f rcely eooagh ; bnt 
•he also knew that the lender woald almost certainlj take the 
opportanitj, the ?erj fa?orable opportnnity, to uofold bis wish- 
es as r^rards the borrower's daughter. The ono tbing woald 
natorally lead to the otber — the proinise of her fatbcr*8 sap- 
port of Owen*8 soit woold be the consideration for the money 
receivod. How gladly that snpport woald be given was also 
obvioos to her, and with her fathor pushing Beatrice on the one 
side, and Ovven Da?ies poshing her on the otber, how could 
Elizabeth be sare that she woold not yieldf Beatrice would 
be the very person to be carried away by an idea of duty. 
Their father would teil her that ho had got the money on this 
anderstanding, and it was qoite possible that her pride might 
bring her to folfil a bond thus given, however distasteful the 
deed might be to her personally. No, her father must at all 
basards be prevented from seeking assistance from Owen Davies. 
And yet the money must be had from somewhere, or they would 
be niined. 

Ah, she had it — Oeoffrey Binghara should lend the money ! 
He could well afford it now, and she shrewdly guessed that ho 
woald not gmdge the coat ofE his back if he thonght that by 
giving it he might directly or indirectly help Beatrice. Her fa- 
ther must go np to town to see him ; she would have no letter- 
writing ; one never knows how a letter roay be read. He raust 
see Mr. Bingham, and if possible bring him down to Bryngolly. 
Jn a moment every detail of tbc plot became clear to £lizabeth*8 
mind, and thcn she spokc. 

" You must not go to Mr. Davics, father/' she said ; '' ho is 
a hard man, and would only refuse and put you in a false po- 
sition; you must go to Mr. Bingham. Listen : bc is rich now, 
and he is vory fond of you and of Beatrice. He will lend you 
a handred pounds at once. You must go to London by the 
eariy train to-roorrow, and drive straight to his cbarabers and 
see him. It will cost two pouuds to get there and back, but 
that cannot be hcipcd ; it is safer than writing, and I am surc that 
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yoa will not go for nothing. And aee hcre^ &thery bring Mr. 
Bingham back with you for a few days if joa can. It will be 
a little return for hU kindness^and I know thai he ia not welL 
Beatrice bad a letter frora hiin in which he said that he waa 
8o overworked that he thoaght he mast tako a little rest aoon. 
Bring hira back for Whit^anday." 

. Mr. Granger besitated, deroarred, and finally yielded: The 
weak, qneraloos old farmer -clergyman, wom oot with manj 
daily cares and qaite nnsapported by mental resoorces, waa .bat 
a tooi in £lizabeth*8 able hand& He did not indeed fecl any 
humiliation at the idea of trying to borrow the cash, for hls 
natnre was not finely strung, and money troables had made 
hiin calloas to the vcrge of nnscrapaloasness ; bot he did not 
like the idea of a jonmcy to London, where he had not been. for 
more than twenty years, and the ezpenditnre that it entailed. 
Stilt he acted as Elizabeth bado him, even to keeping the expe- 
dition secret from Beatrice. Beatrice, as her sister explained 
to him, was prond as Lucifer, and raigbt raise objections if she 
knew that he was going to London to borrow money of Mr. 
Bingham. This indeed she wonld certainly have donc. 

On the following aftemoon — it was the Friday before Whit- 
Sanday, and the last day of tbe Easter sittings — <Teoffrcy sat in 
his chambers, in the worst possible spirits, thorongbly stale and 
wom oot with work. Tbere was a consnltation going on, and 
his dient, a pig-headed Norfolk farmer, who was bent npon 
proceeding to trial with sorae extraordinary action for trespass 
against his own landlord, was present with his soHcitor. Geof- 
frey in a few short, cicar words had explained the absardity of 
the whole thing, and strongly adviscd him to scttle, for the cliënt 
had insisted on seeing him, refusing to be put off with a writ- 
ten opinion. But the farmer was not satisfied, and the solicitor 
was now endeavoriog to let the pure üght of law into the dark- 
ness of his injured soul. 

Geoffrey tbrcw himself back in his chair, poshed the dark 
hair from his brow, and pretended to listen. Bnt in a minnte 
his mind was far away. Ueavcns, how tired he was ! Well, there 
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wonld bo rest for a few days — till Taesdaj, wben be bad a mat- 
ter tbat most be attended to— tbe Hooto bad risen and ao bad 
tbo ooarta. Wbat sbonld be do wtth himself f EoDoria wisbed 
to go and ataj witb ber brotbcr, Lord Oarsington, and, for a 
wonder, to take EflSe witb ber. He did not like it, bat be sop- 
posed tbat be sboald bave to consent. One tbing was, he woald 
not go. He coald not endare Garsington, Dnnstan, and all tbeir 
set. Sboold be run down to Brjngell j f The temptation was 
▼ory great ; tbat woald be bappincss indeed, bat bis common- 
sense prevailed against it. No, it was better tbat be sbould 
not go tbere. He woald leave Bryngelly alone. If Beatrice 
wisbed him to conie sbe woald bave said so, and sbe bad never 
even binted at sacb a tbing, and if sho bad be did not tbink tbat 
be woald bave gonc. Bat be lacked the heart to go anjwbere 
cise. He woald stop in town, rest, and read a novel; for Oêoffrej, 
wben bo foand time, was notabovc tbisfrivoious occapation. Pos- 
sibly, ander certain circarostanccs, bc migbt even bave been ca- 
pable of writing one. At tbat moment bis clork entered, and 
banded bim a slip of paper witb sometbing written on it. Ho 
opened it idly and read : 

^ Rev. Mr. Granger to sec yoa. Told bim yoa were engaged, 
bat ho said be woald wait*' 

Ckoffrey started violcntly ; so violently tbat botb tbc solici- 
tor and tbe obstinate farmer lookcd up. 

''Teil tbe gentleman tbat I will sec bim in a minate,'* besaid 
totbe retrcating clerk; and then, addressing tbe farmer: " Wall, 
air, I bave said all tbat I bave to say. I cannot advise yoa to 
oontinne tbis action. Indeed, if yoa wish to do so, yoa mast 
really direct yonr solicitor to retain some otbcr connsel, as I 
will not be a party to wbat can only mcan a waste of monoy. 
€k>od-aftemoon.** And be rosé. 

Tbe farmer was convoyed oat, griimbling. In anotber mo- 
ment Mr. Granger entered, dresscd in a somewbat tbreadbare 
soit of black, and bis tbin wbite bair banging, as nsaal, over 
bis eyea. GeofEroy glanced at bim witb apprcbension, and aa 
be did so noticed tbat be bad aged greatly doiog tbe last seven 



186 BIATRICS. 

inonth& Had bc come to teil hiro some ill news of Beatriee — 
that she was ill, or dead^ or going to be marriedP 

" Uow do 700 dOy Mr. Granger f' he said, as he stretched oQt 
his hand, and controlling bis Toice as well as be ooold. ''How 
are yon f This b a most nnexpected pleasare." 

'* How do yoQ doy Mr. Bingbam f' answerod tbe old man, 
while be seated biroself nenronsl j in a cbair, placing bis bat 
witb a trerobling band upon tbe floor besido him. *' Yes, tbank 
yon, I am pretty well, not very grand — wom ont witb trooble 
as tbe sparks fly npward," be added, witb a vagne antomatic 
recollection of tbc scriptural qaotation. 

" I bope tbat Miss Èlizabetb and Be — tbat yonr dangbtcrs 
are well also," said Geoffrey, nnable to restrain bis anxiety. 

" YcSy ycs, tbank yon. Mr. Bingbam. Èlizabetb isn*t verj 
grand either, complains of a pain in ber cbcst, a litUe bilioos, 
perbapa — sbe always is bilioos in tbe spring.'* 

"And Miss Beatriee r 

" Ob, I tbink she's well — very qniet, you know, and a littlo 
pale, perbaps; but sbe is always qniet — a strange woman, Bea- 
triee, Mr. Bingbam, a very strange woman ; quite beyond me ! 
I do not nnderstand ber, and don't try to. Not like otber women 
at all ; tnkcs no pleasure in things, scemingly ; canons, witb ber 
good looks — very curious. But nobody nndcrstands Beatriee.*' 

Geoffrey brcatbcd a sigb of relief. "And bow are titbes being 
paid. Mr. Granger? not very grandly, I fcar. I saw tbat sconn- 
drel Joncs dicd in prison." 

Mr. Granger woke np at oncc. Bef ore be bad been talking 
almost at random ; tbe sabjcct oi bis danghtcrs did not greatly 
interest bim. Wbat did interest bim was tliis money qnestion. 
Nor was it very wonderfal ; tbc poor narrow-minded old man 
bad tbougbt aboat money till be conld scarcely find room for 
anytbing else ; indeed, notbing elsc really toucbed bim closely. 
He broke into a long story of bis wrongs, and drawing a paper 
from bis breast - pocket, witb sbaking finger pointed ont to 
GeofErey bow tbat bis clerical income for tbe last six monibs 
bad been at tbe rate of only forty ponnds a year, opon wbicb 
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som even a Welsh clergyman conld not considcr liimself passiog 
rich. Oeo&rey quietlj listened and sjmpatbized, then came a 
paase. 

*' That's how we\e been getting on at Brjngelly, Mr. Bing- 
haro," Mr.Granger said, preaentij; "starving, prettj well starv- 
ing. It*s onlj jon who have been making monej ; we've been 
sitting on tbe same dock-leaf while yon have becoroo a great 
man. If it bad not been for Beatrice*s salary — sbc*s bebaved 
vèry well abont tbe salary, bas Beatrice; I am snre I don't 
nnderstand how tbe poor girl clotbes berself on what sbe keeps ; 
I know tbat sbe bad to go witbont a warm cloak tbis winter, be- 
canse she got a congh from it — we sbonld havo been in tbe 
workbonse, and tbat*s wbere we sball be yet ;*' and he rubbed 
tbe back of bis witbered hand across bis eyes. 

Geoffrey gasped. Beatrice with scarceïy énough means to 
clotbe herself — Beatrice shivcring, and becoming ill from tbe 
want of a cloak while ke lived in lazury ! It made him sick to 
tbink of it For a moment be coold say notbing. 

" I have corao bcrc — Fve come," went on tbc old man, in a 
broken voice, broken not so mnch by shame at having to mako 
tbe reqnest as from fcar lest it should bc rcf used — " to ask you 
if you could lend me a little money. I donH know wbere to 
turn ; I don*t, indeed, or I wonld not do it, Mr. Bingbam. I 
have apent my last ponnd to get bcrc. If yon could Icnd me a 
hnndred ponnds Fd give you my note of band for it, and try 
to pay it back littlo by littlc ; we might take twenty ponnds 
a year from Beatrice*s salary — " 

'' I>on*t, please — do not talk of such a tbing !'' cjaculatod the 
borrified Geoffrey. " Wbere the devil is my cbeck-book t Oh, 
I know, I Icft it in Bolton Street. Ilcre, tbis will do as well,*' 
and ho took np a draft made out to bis order, and rapidly aign- 
ing bis name on tbe back of it, banded it to Mr. Granger. It 
was in payment of tbe fces in the grcat case of Parsons and 
Donse, and some other matters. Mr. Gra*hger took the draft, and, 
holding it close to bis eycs, glanced at tbc amount ; it was two 
bnndred ponnds. 
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''Bat tbis ia doable wliat I asked for," ha aid, doabtfony, 
Am I to rctam yoa one bandred poands f* 

''No, do/' ADswercd Gcoffrey; "I dure saj tbiit 70a have 
aome dcbts to paj. Tbank Heaven, I caD get 00 very well and 
eani more money tban I want! Not eooogh clothing— it ia 
abocking to tbink of F' be added, more to himaelf than to bia 
listener. 

Tbe old man rosc, bis eyes f all of tcars. "God bleaa 700 P* 
he said, " God blcss yoa ! I do not know bow to tbank 70a — I 
don% indeed/' and bo cangbt Geoffre7*8 band bctween bia trem- 
bling palma and pressed it 

"PJcase do not aay any more, Mr. Oranger; it really is 0DI7 
a matter of mataal obligation. No, no, I donH want any note 
of band. If I were to die it migbt bc nscd against yoa. Toa 
can pay me whcnever it is convenient" 

" Toa are too good, Mr. Bingbam,** said tbe old dergyman. 
" Wbere conld anotber man bc fonnd wbo wonld Icnd roe two 
bandred poands witboat secarityf' (wbere, indeed!) "By-the- 
way/' be added, I forgot; roy mind ia in sneb wbirl. Will 
yon come back witb me for a few dajs to Bryngclly f Wc sball 
all be so pleascd if yon can. Do come, Mr. Bingbam ; yoa look 
as tbougb yoa want a cbange, yoa do indeed." 

Gcoffrey droppcd Iiis band beavily on tbe desk. But balf 
an bour before be bad made np bis mind not to go to Bryngclly. 
And now — 

Tbe vision of Bcatrice rosc before bis eyes. Bcatrice, wbo 
bad gone cold all tbe winter and never told bim one word of tbeir 
biting poverty — tbe longing for tbc sigbt of Bcatrice came into 
bis beart, and like a bnrricanc swept tbc defences of bis rca- 
son to tbe Icvel ground. Teroptation ovcrwbelmed bim ; be no 
longer straggled against it He most sec ber, if only it was to 
say good-byc. 

" Tbank you,** be said. quietly, lifting bis bowed bead. " Yea, 
I bavc nothing particalar to do for tbe next day or two. I 
tbink tbat I will come. Wben do yoa go back f' 

" Well, I tboogbt of taking tbc nigbt mail, but I fecl so tired. 



OXOFFRXT RAS A VISITOR. 



189 



I rcally don't koow. I tbiok I shall go bj lbo nioe o'clock 
traio to-morrow." 

" That will Buit me very well,** said (Seoffrey ; " and oow 
•wbat are yoo going to do to-Digbt f You bad bctter come and 
dine and sleep at my bonse. No drcss clotbesf Ob, never 
mind; tbcro are some people comiog, bat tboy won't care; a 
clci|^yman is always dressed. Como along, and I will got tbat 
draft casbed. Tbe bank is sbot, bat I can manage it** 
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CHAPTEB XX. 

BACK AT BRTHOKLLT. 

Oeoffret and Mr.GraDger rcached Bolton Street aboat six 
o'clock. Tbe drawing-room was still fnll of caJlen. Lady Ho- 
noria's yoang men mastered in great force in those dajs. They 
wero very inoffensive yoang men, and G^ffrey had no partico- 
lar objection to tbem ; only he foand it difficalt to remember 
a]l tbcir names. Whcn Oeoffrey entered the drawing-room 
thci-e wero no less than five of tbezDy to say notbing of two stray 
ladies, all saperbly dressed and metaphorically sitting at Ho- 
noria's very pretty fect Otherwise tbeir contributions to tbc 
general store of amasemcnt did not amount to mach, for her 
ladyship did most of the talking. 

G^offrey introduced Mr. Grangcr, whora Honoria coald not at 
first remember. Nor did she receive the announccment that he 
vras going to dine and stay the night with any particnlar entba- 
siasm. The yoang men melted away at Geoffrey's advent liko 
mists befoxe a rising sun. He greeted tbem civilly enongb, 
bul with him tbcy had nothing in common. To teil tbe trath, 
they wero a little afraid of him. This man, with bis dark, 
handsome face, sealcd with the stamp of intellect, bis powerfnl- 
looking form (ill-dressed, according to tbcir Standard), and b ia 
great and growing rcputation, was a person with whom they 
had no sympathy, and wbo, tbey feit, bad no sympathy with 
tbem. We talk as thoagh there is one beaven and one heil for 
all of as, bat here mast be some mistake. An impassable gnlf 
yawns between tbe different' classes of mankind. Wbat bas 
sneb a man as G«offrey to do with tbe feeble male and female 
batterflies of a London drawing-room ? There is only one link 
between tbem ; tbey live on the same planet 

Wbcn the five yoang men and tbe two stray ladies had meltcd 
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-OeoflErey look Mr. Graoger op to hb room. ComiDg down- 
stairs again, hc foand Lady Honoria waiting for him in the 
atady. 

^'Is that individaal reallj going to dine and sleep heref* sbe 
asked. 

^'Certainlj, Honoria; and he has broaglit no dress clothes,'* 
be answercd. 

"Roally, Geoffrey, it h too bad of yoo," said the lady, with 
80ine paidonable irritation. **Why do yoa briog people to 
dmucr in tbis promiscaoos wayf It will qnite opset the table. 
Jast faicy asking an old Welsh clergyman to dine who has not 
the sli^htcst pretensions to being a geDtloinan, when one has 
the Priine-minister and a bishop coming — and a cleigyman with- 
out dress clothcs, too. What has he coroo for ?*' 

** He came to see me on business ; and as to the people com- 
ing to dinner, if thoy don*t liko it, thcy can grumble when they 
go home. By-tho-way, Honoria, I am going down to Wales 
for a day or two to-morrow. I want a change.*' 

" Indeed I Ooing to see the lovcly Beatrice, I suppose. You 
bad better be caref ui, Qeoffrey. That girl wili get you into a 
mess, and if she does there are plenty of people who are ready 
to makc an example of you. You have encmies enougb, I can 
teil you. I ara not jcalous, it is not in my line ; hut you are too 
inUmate with that girl, and yon will be sorry for it one day.*^ 

'* Nonsense I*' said (Qeoffrey, angrily ; bnt, nevertheicss, he feit 
that Lady Honoria's words wcro words of truth. It struck him, 
moreover, that sho must feel tbis strongly, or she would not have 
spoken in that tono. Honoria did not oftcn pose as a honso- 
bold philosopher. Still, he would not draw back now. His 
heart was set on seeing Beatrice. 

^ Am I to nnderstand," went on his wife, " that you still object 
to roy staying with the (Jarsingtons f I think it is a little hard, 
if I do oot make a f uss abont your going to see yonr village paia- 
gon, that you should ref use to allow roe to visit my own brother." 
Oeofffey feit that he was being bargained with. It was de- 
grading, bat in the cxtremity of his folly he yicldod. 
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60 if yoa like,"ho said, shortly, "bat if 70a take BflSe, 
miDd she is properly looked after, that ia all ;" and he abraptiy 
left the room. 

Lady Honoria looked after him, slowly nodding her handaome 
bead. " Ah," she said to herself, " I havo foand oot how to 
manage yoa now. Yoa have your weak point like ether peo- 
ple, Mastcr €^coffrey — and it spells Beatrice. Only yoa most 
not go too far. I am not jealoas, bat I am not going to 1ia?e a 
scandal for fifty Beatrices. I will not allow yoa to lose yoar 
repatation and position. Just fancy a man like that pin ing for 
a village girl — she is nothing more I And they talk aboat bis 
being so clever. Well, he always liked ladics* society ; that ia 
hls failing, and now he bas bnmed bis fingers. They all do aoon- 
er or later, especially these clever men. The womcn flatter theni, 
that's it Of course the girl is trying to get hold of him, and 
she might do worse ; bat so sarely as my name is Honoria Bing- 
ham I will pot a spoke in her wheel before she bas done. Bah I 
and they laugh at the power of womeu, when a man like Geof- 
frey, with all the wórld to losc, grows love-sick for a pretty 
face ; it is a very pretty face, by-the-way. I do belicve that if 
I were out of the way he would marry her. But I am in the 
way, and mcan to stay tbcre. Well, it is time to dress for din- 
ncr. I only hope that old clown of a clcrgyman won*t do somc- 
thing ridicnloas. I shall have to apologize for him." 

Dinncr-time had come ; it was a quarter past cight, and the 
room was filled with highly brcd pcople, all more or less dis- 
tingoished. Mr. Granger had duly appearcd, arrayed in bis 
threadbare black coat, relieved, however, by a pair of G«ofErey*s 
dress shoes. As might have been ezpected, the great folk did 
not seem sarpriscd at bis prescnce, or to take any particnlar 
notice of bis attire, the fact being that sach pcople never are 
surprised. A Zula chief in f uil war-dress woald only excite a 
friendly interest in their breasts. On the contrary, they recog- 
nized vagiiely that the old gentleman was something out 'of the 
common run, and as sach worth cultivating. Indeed, the Prime- 
minister, hearing casually that he was a clergyman from Wales» 
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a«kod to be iotrodacod to him, and at ooce fcll ioto coovena- 
tion aboat tithes, a subject of which Mr. Gnnger was tborongbly 
roaster. 

Presentlj tboy went down to dinner, Mr. Grangcr escorting 
the wife of tbe bishop, a fat and somewbat apoplectic lady, 
blessed with an excellent appetite. On bis other side was the 
Prime-miniffter, and betwccn the two be got on very well, espo- 
ciallj after a ^cw glasses of wine. Indeed, both tbe apoplectic 
wife of the bishop and tbe bead of her Majestj's Oovomment 
wero snbseqnently beard to doolare that Mr. Granger was a very 
entertaining person. To tbe former bo related with mnch de- 
tail how bis danghter had saved their bost's lifc, and to the lat- 
tcr be disconrsed npon tbe subject of tithes, favoring bim with 
bis ideas of what legislation was necessary to meet tbe qnestton. 
Somewbat to bis own surprise, be found that bis views were re- 
ceived with attention, and even with respect In the main, too, 
they received the support of the bishop, who likcwise feit keenly 
on tbe snbject of tithes. Never beforo had Mr. Granger bad 
sneb a good dinner, nor niinglod with company so distinguisbed. 
He remembered both till bis dying day. 

Next moming Geoffrcy and Mr. Granger started before Lady 
Honoria was np. Into tbe details of their long joumey to 
Wales (in a crowded tbird-class carriagc) we necd not enter. 
Geoffrey bad plenty to tbink of, but bis fears had vanisbed, as 
fean sometimes do when we draw near to tbe object of them, 
and had been replaced by a curious ezpectancy. He saw now, 
or thonght be saw, that be bad been making a toonntain out of 
a roole-bill. Probably it meant notbing at all. There was no 
real danger. Beatrice liked bim, no doubt ; possibly she had 
even experienced a fit of tendemess towards bim. Such tbings 
eome and such tbings go. 

^me is a wondcrful healer of moral distempers, and few 
yonng ladies endure tbe chains of an nndesirablo attachroent for 
a period of seven whole raontbs. It made him almost blush to 
tliink that this roight be so, and that the gratnitoas extension of 
bis iDitfortane ta Beatrioe roight bo notbing more tban the 
13 
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working of bis own ooconscioos self-conceit and Tanity* — \ 
▼aoity which, did she know of it^ would move her to angiy 
laaghter. 

He remcmbered how once, wheQ he was quite a joang fel- 
lóWy he had been somewbat smittea with a certaio lady, who 
certaiDly, if he might jndge from her worda and aetSi recipro- 
cated the sentiment. And he remembered also hoir, wheo he 
met tbat lady some montbs afterwards, shé had treated hini 
with a cold indiffcrence, indeed almost with an insolence that 
qaite bewildered him, making hiro wonder how the saroe per- 
aon could show in sneb different ligbts, till at length, morti- 
fied and asbamod at bis mistake, be had gono away in a rage 
and seen her face no more. Of eoprae he had set it down to 
female infidelity ; be had scnred hef turn, she had made a fooi 
of him, and tbat was all she wanted. Now he might enjoy his 
hnmiliation. It did not occar to him tbat it might be simple 
"enssedness" — to borrowan enei^tic American term — orthat 
she bad not really cbanged, bat was angry with bira for soroe 
rcason which sbc did not choose to show. It is difficalt to weigh 
the motives of women in the scales of male experience, and many 
otber men besides (xeoffrey have been foreed to give np the 
to atteropt and console tbemselves with the reflection tbat the 
inexplicable is generally not wortb understanding. 

Yes, probably it would be the same case over again. And 
yet» and yet — was Beatrice of tbat class ! Had she not too 
mncb of a man^s strmgbtforwardncss of aim to permit her to 
play sucb tricks? In the bottom of bis soul be thonght tbat 
she bad, bnt be would not admit it to biroself. The fact of 
the matter was tbat, half unkuowingly, be was trying to drug 
bis conscience. He kncw that in his longing to seo her dear 
face oncc more he bad undertaken a dangerons tb ing. He was 
about to walk with her over an abyss on a bridge which might 
bear them, or — might break. So long as be walked there alone 
it would be well, but would it bear tbem both f Alas for the 
frailty of human nature, tbis was the trutb ; bnt he would not , 
and did not acknowledge it He was not going to make love 
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to Beatrice, he was going to eojoy the pleasore of her söcietj. 
Id friendship there coald be no hann. 

It ia not difficalt thas to still the qualms of an nneasy roind, 
more espeeiallj wheo the thing in qnestion at ita worst is rath- 
er an offeooe against local enstom than against nataral law. In 
manj coantries of the world — in nearly all coantriesy indeed, 
at different epochs of their history — it woald have been no 
wrong that Gkoffrey and Beatrico shoald love each other, and 
hamao nature in strong temptation is very apt to override arti- 
ficial barriers ereeted to snit the convenience or promote the 
prosperitj of particalar sections of mankind. But, as we have 
heard, even thoogh all things may be lawfnl, yet all things are 
not expediënt To cominit or even to condone an act becanse 
the principle that stamps it as wrong will admit of argument 
on its merits is mere sophistry, by the aid of which we raight 
prove onrselvcse ntitled to defy the majohty of laws of all 
calibrea. Laws vary to snit the generations, bat each generation 
most obey its own, or eonfusion will ensae. A deed should be 
jadged by its f mits; it may even be innocent in itself, yet if 
its fruits are evil the doer in a sense is guiity. 

Thas in some coantries to mention the name of yoar mother- 
in-law eatails the roost onpleasant conseqaences on that inti- 
mate relation. Nobody can say that to name the lady is a 
thing wicked in itself ; yet the man who, knowing the pen- 
alties which will ensoe, ailows himself« even in a fit of passion 
against that relative, to violate the castom and mention her by 
name is doabtless an offender. Thas, too, the rcsnlt of an 
entanglement between a woman and a man aircady roarried 
genendly means onhappiness and hort to all coocemed, more 
eapeeially to the woman, whose prospects are perbaps irretriev- 
ably injored thereby. It is aseless to point to the cxample of 
the patriarehsy some foreign royal families, and many respect- 
able Tarks; it is oseless to plead that the love is a deep and 
holy love, for which a man or woman might well live and die, 
or to show extennating circamstances in the fact of loneliness, 
nced of sympathy, and that the existing marriago is a hollow 
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8ham. The nilc ia clear. A mim maj do mosl things ezeopt 
cheat at cards or ran airay in action; a woman may break 
half a dozen hearts, or try to break them, and finallj put her- 
Bclf np to anction and take no harm at all— batneither of them 
may in any event do this, 

Not that Geoffrey, to do him jnstice, had any sneh intcntiona. 
Most men are incapable of plots of that natnre. If they fall, it 
is when the voice of conscience is lost id the whirlwind of paa- 
sion, and counsel is darkened by the tamaltaons pleadings of tbe 
heart Their sin is that they will, roost of them, alloir theoa- 
sclves to be pat in positions favorable to the dcveloproeiit.of 
these disagreeable inflnences. It is not safe to light cigarettea 
in a powder factory. If Geoffrey had done what he oaght to 
have done, he would never have gono back to Bryngelly, and 
there woald have been no story to teil, or no more than there 
nsnally is. 

At length Mr. Granger and his gnest reached Bryngelly; 
there was nobody tó meet them, for nobody knew that they 
were coming, so they walked up to the Vicarage. It was 
strange to Crcoffrey once more to pass by the little chorch 
tbroQgh those well-reroembered, wind-torn pines, and see that 
low long hoQse. It seemed wonderfol that a]l shonld still be 
just as it was, that tbcre sbould be no change at all, when he 
himself had seen so much. Tbcrc was Beatrice's home ; where 
was Beatricef 

He passed into the boasc like a man in a dream. In another 
moment he was in the long parlor, where he bad spent so many 
happy bours, and Ëlizabetii was greeting him. He shook hands 
with her, and, as he did so, noticed vagaely that she too was 
ntterly nncbanged. Her straw-colorcd hair was pusbed back 
from tbe tem pies in tbe same way, tbe month wore the same 
hard smile, ber ligbt cycs shonc with tbe same cold look ; she 
even wore tbe same brown dress. Bat she appeared to be very 
pleased to see him, as indeed sbe was, for tbe game looked well 
for Elizabctb. Her father kissed her harriedly, and bastlcd 
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from the room to lock ap bis borrowed cash, leaving theiu to- 
gethcr. 

Somehow Qeoffrey's cooversational powers failcd him. — 
Where was Bcatrice? sbe oaght to be back frora school. It 
was holiday-tiroe indeed. Conld she be awaj f 

He made an effort, and rcmarked absently that tbings seeroed 
verj nnchangcd at Bryngelly. 

" Yon are looking for Beatrice/' said Elizabetb, answeriog 
his thonght and not bis words. '* Sbe bas gone out walking, 
bnt I think tbat sbe will be back soon. Excase me, bnt I most 
go and sec aboat your room.'' 

G^offrey bang abont a little, then bc lit his pipe and strolled 
down to the beacb, with a vagae nnexprcssod idea of meeting 
Bcatrice. He did not meet Beatrice, bnt be met old Edward, 
who knew him at once. 

" Lord, sir," ho said, " it*s qucer to sec yon bero again, spe- 
cially whcn I tbinks as bow I saw you first, and yon a dead 
on to all pnrposcs, with yonr montb open, and Miss Beatrice 
a-banging on to your liair fit to pull your scalp off. Yoo never 
was nearer old Davy than you was that night, sir, nor won't be. 
And now yon'vc been sparcd to becomc a Parliament man, I 
hears, and mnch good may yon do there — it will take yon all 
yonr time, sir — and I think, sir, that I sbould like to drink yonr 
healtb.'* 

Ckoffrey put his hand in bis pocket and gave the old man a 
sovereign. He could afford to do so now. 

" Does Miss Beatrice go out canoeing now f' be asked, wbile 
Edward still mumbled his astonisbed thanks. 

*' At times, sir — thanking you kindly ; it ain't many savrings 
as corocs my way — tbough I bate the sight on it, I do. I'd 
like to stavo a hole in tbc bottom of that there cranky concern ; 
it ain't safe, and that*s the fact. Thcre'11 be another accent 
oot of it one of these fine days and no coming to next time. 
But, Lord bless yon, it*s her way of pleasnring herself. She's 
a queer un, is Miss Beatrice, and sLe gcts qneerer and queerer, 
what with tbeir bcing so tight scrcwed np at the Vicarage, no 
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tithcs and that, and one thiog and another. Not bot wbat Fib 
thinking, 8ir/' be added, in a portentoas whisper, ** as tbe sqaire 
bas got summat to do with it He's a conriing of her, be ia; 
be's as bard after ber as a dog-fisb after a straj herring, aod 
why she can't jnst saj yes and roarry him Fm sare I doD*t 
know." 

"Perhaps sbe doesn*t like him," said Geoffrey, coldly. 

" Blay be, sir, roay be ; maids all have their fancies, in whata- 
sever walk o* life it bas pleased Ood to stick 'cm, bat it's a 
wonderfol pity, it ia. He ainH no great sbakes, be ain% bol 
bo's a sonnd man — no giri can't want a sounder — ^lived qniet all 
bis days, you see, sir; and wbat*s more, he's got the money, and 
money's tigbt np at the Yicarage, air. Oals mast give up thcir 
fancies sometimes, sir. Lord ! a brace of brata and shoM for- 
^t all aboot 'em. Tm sevcnty years old, and IVe seen their 
ways, sir, tbongh in a bnmble calling. Yoa sbonld say a word 
to ber, sir; she'd thank yoa kindly five years after. Yoa'd 
do ber a good torn, sir, yoa would, and not a bad an, as tbc 
say ing goes, and give it the lie — no, beg yonr pardon, that is 
the otber way roand — she*s bound to do yoa the bad tam, 
having saved yoar life; tbongh I don't see how she could do 
that anless, bcgging yonr pardon, sbe made yoa fall in love with 
her, bcing married, which thoagh strange wonldn't be wonderf al, 
seeing wbat she is and seeing how I bas been in love with ber 
myself since she was sercn, old missas and all, who died eight 
years gone and well rid of the rheuroatics.'* 

Beatrice was one of tbc few subjects that coald anlock old 
Edward^s breast, and Geoffrey rctired bef ore bis confosing bat 
saggestive eloquence. Harried ly bidding the old man good- 
night he retumed to the honse, and Icaning on the gate, watcbed 
the twilight dyiog on the bosom of the west. 

Saddenly, a bunch of wild-roscs in her girdlc, Beatrice 
emerged from the gatbering gloom and stood before him face 
to face. 
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CHAPTER XXL 

THS THIBD APPKAL. 

Fack to faco thej stood, while at the visioo of her sweetneas 
his heart grow 8tiII. Face to face, and the faint light feil apon 
her tender lovelineas aod died in her deep ejes, and the faint 
hreeze, fragrant with the brcath of the pines, gentlj stirred her 
halr. Oh, it was worth living to see her thus I 

" I beg yoar pardon," 8ho said, in a pazzled tone, stepping 
forward to pass the gate. 

''BeatriceP' 

She gave a little cry, and clatched the railing, else she woald 
have fallen. One monient she stayed so, looking up towards 
his face, that was hid in the deepening shadow — looking with 
wild eycs of hope and fear and love. 

" b it yon f' she said at length, " or anothcr dreani f" 

'* It is I, Beatrice f' hc answered, amazed. 

She recovered herself with an effort 

" Then why did yon f righten me so f' she askcd. " It was 
unkind— oh, I did not mcan to say anything cross. What did 
I say f I forget I am so glad thnt yon have coroe f' and she 
put her hand to her forehead, and lookcd at him again as one 
might gaze at a ghost f rom the grave. 

^ Did yon not expect roe f' Greoffrey asked. 

''Ezpect yon f no. No more than I expected — " and she 
stopped snddenly. 

^ It is very odd,*^ he said ; " I thonght yon knew that your 
father was going to ask me down. I retamcd from London 
with him." 

^ From London T' she murmnred. " I did not know ; Eliza- 
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beth did not teil roe anything aboat it I soppoee that ahe 

fOTgOt" 

" Here I aro, at any'rate, and hoir are you f' 

" Oh, well now, quite well. There, I am all right again. It 
18 very wrong to frighten people in that way. Mr. Bingharo/* 
she addcd, in bcr usual voice. '' Let me pass through the gate 
and I will shake hands with yon — if/' she added, in a tono of 
gentle mockcry, '* one inay shake hands with so great a man. 
But I told yon how it wonld be, did I not| jnst before we were 
drowncd together, yoa knowf How is Effief' 

" Ëffie flourishcs,'* he answered. " Do yoa know you do not 
look very grand ? Yonr father told me that yoa had a cold ia 
the winter," and Grcoffrey shi?ered as he thonght of the caase. 

"Oh, thank yoa, I have nothing to complain of. I ara 
strong and well. How long do yoa stay here f* 

'' Not long. Pcrhaps till Tuesday moming, perhaps till Mon- 
day." 

Beatrice sighed. Happiness is short She had not bronght 
him here, she wonld not have lifted a finger to bring him here, 
bat since he had come she wished that he was going to stay 
longer. 

" It is snpper-tirae," sho said ; " let us go in." 

So they went in and ate thcir supper. It was a happy mcal. 
Mr. Granger was in al most boisterous spirits. It is wonderfnl 
what a difference tbc possession of that two hundred ponnds 
made in his demcanor ; he seemed another man. It was tme 
that a hundred of it must go in paying debts, bot a handrcd 
would be left, wbich meant at least a year*s respite for him. 
Elizabeth, too, relaxed her habitaal grimness ; the two hundred 
pounds bad its influence on her also, and there were other geni- 
al influences at work in her dark secret heart Beatrice knew 
notbing of tbc moncj, and sat somewhat silent; bat she, too, was 
happy with the wild unreal happiness that sometimes visits as 
in dreams. 

As for Geoffrey, if Lady Honoria coald havo seen him she 
wonld have stared in aston ish ment. Of late he had been a very 
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silent tnao — manj people, indoed, had foand hiro a dall com- 
panioo. Bat oDdcr the infinence of Beatrice's presence he 
talkedy and talked brilliaDtlj. Perhaps he was anconscioasly 
striviDg to show at his very best bofore her, as a man natnrallj 
does in the presence of a woman whom he loves. So brilliantly 
did he talk that at last thej all sat still and listened to hiin, 
and thej might have been worse emplojed. 

At length sapper was done, and Elizabeth rctired to her room. 
Presentij, too, Mr. Granger was called ont to christen a sick 
baby, and went gmmbling, and they were left alone. They sat 
in the window-place and looked ont at the qniet night 

"Teil me abont yonrself/* said Beatrice. 

So he told her. He narrated all the steps by which he had 
reached his present position, and showed her how from it he 
might rise to the topmost heights of all. She did not look at 
him, and did not answer him ; but once when he paused, think- 
ing that he had talked enongh abont himself, she said, ''G^ 
on ; teil me some more." 

At last he bad told her all. 

** Yes," she said, '' yon have the power and the opportnnity, 
and yon will one day be among the foremost men of your gen- 
eration." 

*' I donbt it," he said with a sigh. " I am not ambitions. I 
only work for the sake of the work, not for what it will bring. 
One day, I dare say that I shall weary of it all and Icave it ; bnt 
while I do work, I like to be ainong the first in roy degree." 

" Oh, no," she answercd, " yon must not givc it np ; yon mast 
g^ on and on. Promise me," she continaed, looking at him for 
the first time — ''promise me that while yoa have heaith and 
atrength yoa will persevere till yon stand alone and qnite pre- 
eminent Then yon can give it ap." 

^ Why shonld I promise yon this, Beatrice P 

" Because I ask it of yon. Once I saved yonr life, Mr. Bing- 

^ ham, and it gives me somo little right to direct its conrse. I 

wish that the man whom I saved to the world should be among 

the first men in the world, not in wealth, which is an accident, 
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bot in intellect and force. Promise nio this and I shall be 
happy.** 

"I promise you," hc said; "I promise tbat I wjll try to riae 
becaase yoa ask it, not becaosc the prospect attracts me ;" bat 
as hc spoke bis heart was wrang. It was bitter to hear her speak 
thus of a fatare in which she would have no share, which, as her 
words implied, woold bc a thing attcrly apart froro her — as 
mach apart as though she were dcad. 

" Ycs,'* he said, again, " yoa gave me my life, and it makes 
me very anhappy to think that I can give you nothing in re- 
turn. Oh, Beatrice, I will teil yoa what I have never told to. 
any ene. I am lonely and wretched. With the exception of 
yoarself, I do not think that there is anybody who really cares 
for — ^I mean who really sympathizes with me in the world. I 
dare say that it is my own faalt, and it soands a hamiliating 
thing to say, and, in a fashion, a selfish thing. I never shoald 
have said it to any living soul bat yoa. What is the nse of being 
great when thcre is nobody to work for ? Things raight have 
been different, but the world is a hard place If yoa — if you — " 

At this moment his hand touched hers ; it was accidental, but 
in the tendcrness of his heart he yielded to tho temptation and 
took it Then there was a morocnt's paase, and very gcntly she 
drew her hand away and thrust it in her bosom. 

" Yoa have yoar wife to share your fortnuc," she said ; "you 
have ££Be to inherit it, and yoa can leave your name to your 
conntry." 

Then caroe a heavy panse. 

" And you," he said, breaking it, " what future is there for 
you r 

She langhed softly. " Woraen have no future and they ask 
none. At least I do not now, though once I did. It is enough 
for thcm if they can ever so httic help the lives of others. That 
is thcir happiness, and their rcward is — rest*' 

Just then Mr. Granger came back from his christening, and 
Beatrice rosé and went to bed. 
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*^ Looks a littlo pale, doesn't she, Mr. BiDghainr said her fa- 
ther. ** I think she maat be troobled in her mind. The fact is 
— wellf there is no reason why I shoold not teil yon — she thinks 
so moch of yooy and yon inight say a word to brighten her np. 
Welly it's aboat Mr. Davies. I fancy, yon know, that she likes 
him and is vexed becaose bo does not como f orward. Well, yon 
lee, of conrse I may be mistaken, bnt I have somotimes thooght 
that he may. I have seen him look as if he was thinking of it, 
thongh of conrse it is more than Bcatrice has got any right to 
expect She*s only got horself and her good looks to give him, 
and he is a rich man. Think of it, Mr. Bingham," and the old 
gentleman tumed np bis eyes, pionsly, " jast think what a thing 
it would be for her, and indeed for all of as, if it shonld please 
Ood to send a chance Hko that in her way ; she would be rich for 
life, and such a position I Bnt it is possible; one never knows; 
he migbt take a fancy to her. At any rate, Mr. Bingham, I 
think yoo coold chcer her np a HtUe ; there is no need for her 
to give np hope yet*' 

Geoffrey barst into a short grim langli. The idea of Beatrice 
langnishing for Owen Davies; indeed, the irony of the wholo 
position was too mnch for bis sense of humor. 

** Yes," he said, " I daro say that it might be a good match 
for her, bat I do not know how she would get on with Mr. Da- 
vies." 

** Oet on ! why, wel! enongh, of course. Women are soft, 
and can sqaeezo into most holes, espccially if tbey are wcll 
lincd. Besides, he may be a bit heavy; bat I think she is 
pining for him, and it's a pity that she shonld waste her life 
iike that. What, are yon going to bed! Well, good-night — 
good-night*' 

Geoffrey did go to bed, but not to sleep. For a long whilo 
he lay awakc, thinking. He thought of the last night which 
he had spent in this little room, of its strange experiences, of all 
that had happened since, and of the meeting of to-day. Could bc, 
after that meeting, any longer doubt what wero the feelings with 
which Beatrice regarded him ? It was difficult to do so, and 
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yet there still was room for error. Thcn be thooght of vfaat 
old Edward bad said to bim, and of wbat Mr. G^ranger bad said 
witb rcfercnce to Beatrice and Owen Davies. Tho viéwa of boUi 
werd cradely and even vulgarly expressed, bnt they coincided, 
and, wbat was more, tbere was tmtb in tbem, and bo kiev it. 
The idea of Beatrice marrying Mr. Davies was, to pnt it mildly, 
repalsive to bim ; bnt bad be any claim to stand between ber 
and so dcsirable a settlement in lifc f Clearly be bad not, bia 
conscience told bim so. 

Could it be rigbt, moreover, tbat tbis kind of üe wbicb ez- 
isted between them sboold be knitted more closelyf Wbat 
would it mean ? Tronble, and notbing bnt tronble, more espe- 
cially to Beatrice, wbo wonld fret ber days away to no end. He 
bad done wrong in coming bere at all ; bo bad done wrong in 
takiog ber band. He wonld make tbe önly reparation in bia 
power (as tbougb in sneb a case as tbat of Beatrice reparation 
were now possible). He would efface bimself f rom ber life and 
see ber no more. Then sbe migbt leam to forget him, or, at tbe 
worst, to remerober bim with bat a vagiic regret Ycs, cost wbat 
it migbt, be would force bimself to do it beforc any actnal mis- 
cbief ensued. The only qnestion was, should be not go fnr- 
ther? Should he not teil ber that sbe would do wcU to marry 
Mr. Davies f' 

Ponderiug over tbis most painful question, at last he went to 
sleep. 

When men in Geoffrcy's anhappy position turn penitent, and 
see the error of their ways, the prudent resolves tbat ensne are 
apt to overshoot the mark aod to partakc of an aggressive na- 
ture. Not satisfied with leaving things alone, they must needs 
basten to proclaim their new-found virtuc to the partner of their 
fault, and advertisc their infalüble spccific (to be taken by tbe 
partner) for restoring the status quo ante. Sometimes, as a con- 
sequence of this pious zeal, they find themselves misunderstood, 
or even succecd in precipitating the catastróphe which they 
laudably desirc to prevent. 

To-inorrow.was Whit-Sunday, and a day that Gcoffrey bad oc- 



TBS THIRD APPSAL. 805 

casion to remember for the rest of his life. They all met at 
breakfast and sbortly afterwards went to churcb, the service be- 
ing at half-past ten. By way of patting into effect the good 
resolotions with which he was so bnsy paving an inferno of his 
own, Gooffrey did not sit by Beatrice, hut took a seat at the 
end of the little chnrch, close to the door, and tried to console 
himself by looking at her. 

It was a carious sallen-natared day, and thongh there was not 
very niuch san the air was as hot as thongh they were in mid- 
sumroer. Had they been in a volcanic region, Gcoffrey wonld 
havo thoQght that sneb weather preceded a shock of earthqoake. 
As it waSyhe knew that the English climato was simply indnlging 
itself at the expense of. the popolation. Bat as up to the pres- 
ent the season had been cold, this knowledge did not console 
him. 

Indeed, he feit so choked in the staffy little charch that jast 
before the scrmon (which he happened to be aware was mot 
written by Bcatrice) he took an opportnnity to slip ont nnob- 
senrcd. Not knowing where to go, he strolled down to the 
beach, on which there was nobody to be seen, for, as bas been ob- 
served, Bryngelly slept on Sandays. Prcsently, however, a figare 
approachcd walking rapidly and to all appearance aimlessly, and 
in it bo recognized Owcn Davies. He was talking to himself 
while he walked, and swinging his arms. Gcoffrey stepped asido 
to let him pass, and as he did so was sarprised and even shocked 
to see the change in the man. His plomp healthy-looking hico 
had gröwn thin, and wore a half-snllen, half-pitifnl czpression ; 
there were dark circles roand his blne eyes, once so placid, and 
his hair wonld have been the botter for cntting. Greoffrey won- 
dered if he had had an illnesa. At that moment O wen chanced to 
look ronnd and saw him. 

** How do yón do. Mr. Bingham f' he said. " I heard that 
yoa were here. They told me at the station last night Ton 
see this is a small place and ono likes to know who comes and 
goes," he added, as thongh in oxcase. 

He walked on and (^eoffrey walked with him. 
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''Toa do Dot look well, Mr. Davies,** he said. ^Hmwb joo 
been laid op f' 

'* No, no," he answered, " I am qoite well; it is onij mj miiid 
that is ill." 

" Indeed/' said Geoffrey, thinking thai he oertainly did look 
strangc *' Perhaps 70a live too moch alone and it depreaaea 
yon." 

'* Yes, I live alone, becanse I can*t help myself. What is a 
man to do, Mr. Bingbara, when the voman be loves will not 
marry him, won*t look at him, trcats bira like dirtf' 

*' Marry somebody else," snggested Geoffrey. 

'* Oh, it is easy f or yon to aay tbat — ^yon have never loved 
anybody, and yon don't nnderstand. I cannot marry anybody 
elsc — I only want her." 

"Her! Whof' 

" Who ! wby, Bcatrice — who else conld a oaan want to marry 
if once be bad scen her ? But she will not have me ; ahe bates 



me.** 






Really f' said Geoffrey. 

Tes, really; and do yon know wby f Sball I teil yon wby f 
I will teil yon ;*' and be grasped him by the arm and wbispered 
boarsely in bis ear, '' bccaase she loves yoUy Mr. Bihgbaro.*' 

" I teil you wbat it is. Mr. Davies," said Geoffrey, shaking bis 
arm free, *' I am not going to stand this kind of tbing. Yon 
mnst be off yonr bead." 

" Don't be angry witb me," be answered. " It is tme. I have 
watched her and I know tbat it is tme. Wby does she write to 
yon every week! Wby does she always start and listen when any- 
body mentions your name ? Oh, Mr. Bingham,*' Owcn went on, 
pitcoQsly, '' be pitif al — ^yon have your wife and lots of women 
to make love to if yon wisb — leave me Beatrice. If yon don*t, 
I think that I sball go crazed. I have always loved her, ever 
smcc she was a child, and now my love grows faster and strong- 
er every day, and carries me away with it liko a rock rolling 
down a hill. Yon can only bring Beatrice to shame^ bnt I can 
give her every tbing ; as mach money as she wants, everytbing 
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that she wanto, and I will make her a good hosband ; I will 
Dover leave her side.'' 

** I have DO doubt that woold be delightf al f or her/' answered 
Geoffroy; *' bot does it not strike 700 that all this is jnst a little 
QDdignified f These remarks» interestiog as thej are, shoold be 
made to Miss Oranger, not to me. Mr. Davies.'* 

** I know/' h» said, " bot I don't care ; it is my only chance, 
and what do I mind abont being undignified f Oh, Mr. Bingham, 
I have nevcr loved any other woman, I have been lonely all my 
days. Do not stand in my path now. If yoa only knew what 
I have snfferedi how I have prayed Ood night after night to give 
me Beatrice, yoo woold help me. Say that yoa will help me ! 
Toa are one of those men who can do anything: she will listen 
to yoa. If yoa teil her to marry me she will do so, and I shali 
bless yoo my whole life." 

Geoffroy looked opon this abject suppliant with the most nn- 
mitigated scom. Thero is always something contemptible in the 
sight of ono man pleading to another for assistance in his love 
affairs — that is a business which he should do for himselL How 
mach greater, then, is the humiliation involved when the amor- 
ous person asks the aid of one whom he believes to be his rival 
— ^his successf nl rival — in the lady's affection f 

'' Do yoa know. Mr. Davies," Oeoffrey said, *' I think that I 
have had enough of this. I am not in a position to force Miss 
Oranger to accept advances which, according to your account, 
appear to be unwelcomc. But if I get an opportnnity I will do 
this : I will teil her what you say. You really must manage the 
rest for yoursolf. Oood-raoming to you. Mr. Daviea." 

He tnmed sharply and went, while Owen watched him go. 

** I don't believe him," he groaned to himself. *' He will trj 
to mako her his lover. Oh, Qod help me — I caonot bear to think 
of it I But if he does, and I fiod him out, let him be caroful. I 
will ruin him ; yes, I will ruin him ! I have the money and I can 
do it Ah, he thinks me a fooi, they all think me a fooi, but I 
haven't been qniet all these years for nothing. I can make a 
noise if neoessary. And if he is a villain, Qod will help me 
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to destroy him I I bave prayiBd to God, and Ood will bclp 



me. 



Tben he went back to tbe Castle. Owcn Davies was a tjpo 
of tbe class of religioos men wbo believe tbat tbej can enlist 
tbe Almigbtj on tbe side of tbeir detires, provided onij tbat 
tbose desires receive tbe sanction of bnman law or castom. 

Tbns witbin twenty-fonr boon (^eoffrey received no lees tban' 
tbree appeaU to belp tbe woman wbom be loved to tbe arma 
of a distastefal basband. No wonder tben tbat be grew almoat 
aoperatitioas aboot tbe matter. 
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CHAPTER XXIL 

A iriOHT OF STORM. 

That afternooD the whole Yicanige party walkod np to the 
fann to inspect another litter of yonng pigs. It strnck Geoffrey, 
remembeiÏDg fonner editions, that the reprodoctiTe powera of 
Mr. Oranger*8 old aow wece something little short of manrelloos, 
and he drearaily worked oot a calcolation of how long it woold 
take her and her progeny to prodoce a pig to every sqnare yard 
of the area of plocky little Wales. It seeroed that the thing coald 
be done in six«years, which was absurd, so ho gave np calcalating. 

He had no words alone witb Beatrice that aftemoon. Indeed, 
a certain coldness seemed to have sprang np betwecn them. 
With the almost snpematnral qnickness of a loving woinan's 
intaition, she bad divined that something was passing in bis 
inind, inimical to her most vital interests, so she shnnned bis 
company, and received bis conventional ad vances with* a polite- 
ness which was as cold as it was crashing. This did not please 
Grcoffroy; it is one thing (in her own interests, of conrse) to 
raake np yoar mind boroically to abandon a lady wbom yon do 
not wish to compromise, and qnito another to be snnbbed by 
that lady before the moment of final separation. Thongb he 
never pnt the idea into words or even defined it in bis mind — 
for OcMoffrey was far too anxioas and nnbappy to be flippant, at 
any rato in tlionght — ^he wonld at beart have wisbed hor to 
romain the samc, indeed to wax ever tenderer, till the fatal time 
of parting arrived, and even to show appreciation of bis virto- 
oas oondact 

Bot to the atter destraction of most sneb bands as Oeoffrey 
beid, loving women never will play according to the book. 
Their condoct imperils evèry thing, for it is obvions that it takea 
14 
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two to bring ao a£Eair of thls natare to a dignificd condosioii, 
even when tbc stakes are blgbest» and tbe matter is one of lifé and 
deatb. Beatrice was, aftor idl, vcry mocb of a woman, and aho 
did not bebave mocb botter tban anj otber voman wonld bare 
done. Sbe was angry and snspicioos, and sbe abowed it» vitb 
tbc rcsalt tbat Qeoftrey grew angry alsa It was croel of ber, 
be tboogbt, considering all tbings. JEIe forgot tbat sbe oonld 
know nothiDg of wbat was in bb mindybowever mncb sbe migbt 
gncss, also as yet be did notlnow tbe bonndless deptb and migbt 
of ber passion for bim,' and all tbat it meant to ber. Had be 
realized tbis be wonld bave acted very differently. 

Tbcy came bomo and took tea, tben Mr. Oranger and Eliia- 
betb made ready to go to evening service. To Geoffrej'a dia- 
may, Beatrice did tbe saroe. He bad looked forward to a qniet 
walk witb ber — really tbis was not to be bome. Fortnnatdy, or 
ratber nnfortnnately, sbe was ready tbe first, and be got a word 
witb ber. 

" I did not know tbat you were going to cbnrch,'* be said ; 
^ I tbongbt tbat we migbt bave bad a qniet walk togctben Very 
likely I sball bave to go away early to-morrow raoming.^' 

" Indeed," answered Beatrice, coldl y. *' Bat- of conrse yon 
bave yoar work to attend to. I told Elizabetb tbat I was com- 
ing to cbnrcb, and I mnst go ; it is too snltry to walk ; tbere 
will be a storm soon." 

At tbis moment Elizabetb came in. 

'' Well, Beatrice,*' sbe said, ^ are yon coming to cbarcb ! 
Fatber bas gone on.*' 

Beatrice pretended not to bear, and reflected a moment^ He 
wonld go away, and sbe wonld sce bim no more. 0>ald sbe let 
slip tbis last honr f Ob, sbe coald not do it ! 

In tbat moment of reflection ber fate was sealed. 

'' No," sbe answered, slowly, " I don't think tbat I am com- 
ing ; it is too soltry to go to cbarcb. I dare say tbat Mr. Bing. 
baró will accoropany yon." 

Geoffrey bastily disclaimod any sneb intention, and Elizabetb 
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sUrtcd alooe. *' Ah P she said to hendf, '* I thóaght tlmt jou 
woald not come, roy dear.'* 

"^ Wdl,^ aaid QeoErejf whoB sbo had well gonc, " shall we go 
ootr 

^' I think it is pleaaanter here,** answered Beatriee. 

" Oh, Beatriee, doo't be so ookind/' he said, feeblj. 

f As yoo like,*' she replied. ** There is a fine sonset — I think 
that we shall have a storm.^ 

They went oot, and tamed np the lonely beach. The place 
was atterly deserted, and they walked a litUe way apart» almost 
withont speaking. The snnset was magnificent; great flakes 
of golden clond were oontinnally driven from a homo of splen- 
dor in the west towards the cold lined horizon of the land. The 
sea was still qniet, bot it moanod like a tbing in pain. Thé 
vtorm was gathering fast 

What a lovely snnset P* said (^eoffrey, at length. 
It is a fatal sort of loveliness,*' she answered ; *^ it will be n 
bad night, and a wet morrow. The wind is rising ; shall we 
tnmr 

*^ No, Beatriee, never mind the wind. I want to speak to 
yon if yoa will allow me to do so.^ 

*" Tes,'* said Beatriee, '' what aboot. Mr. Binghamr 

To make good resolotions in a matter of this sort is coro- 
paratively easy, bat the carrying of them oat presents some 
diflScnlties. Oeoffrey, conscionce-stricken into priggishness, 
wished to tdl her that she wonld do well to marry Owen Davies, 
and fonnd the matter diflScnlt Mcanwhile Beatriee presenred 
silence. 

** The hd is,'' he said, at leogth, ^ I most siocerely hope yon 
will forgiFO me, bat I have been thinking a great deal abont yon 
and yonr fatore wel&re.^ 

''That is Tery kind of yoo,** said Beatriee, with an ominoos 
hnmility. 

This was disconcerting, bot (^eoffrey was determined, and he 
went on in a somewhat flippant tone, bom of the most intense 
Derroosoeas and hatred of bis taak. Never had he lored her so 
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well as now in this moment wheb be was abooi to coonsd her 
to many anotber man. Aod yet he peiseTeied in bis. follj. 
For, as so of ten bappccs, tbe sbrewd insigbt and knowledge 
of the world wbich distingnisbod Geoffrej as a lawycr, when 
dealing witb tbe affairs of otbers» qnite deserted'bim' in ibis cri- 
sis of bis own life and tbat of tbe woman who worsbipped bim. 

*' Since I bave been bere,^ be said, ** I bave bad made to me 
no less tban tbree appeals on yonr bebalf, and bj separate peo- 
pl€ — bj yoar fatber^ wbo fancies tbat jon are pining for Oven 
Davies; by Owen Davies, wbo is certainly pining for yon ; and 
by old Edward, intervening as a kind of domestic amicus eurimJ* 

*' Indeed," said Bcatrice, in a voice of ice. 

^'All tbese tbree nrged tbe same thing — tbe desirability of 
yonr marrying Owen Davies.** 

Beatrice's face grew qnite pale, ber lips twitcbed, and her gray 
eycs flasbed angrily. 

" Really," sbc said, " and bave you any advice to give on tbe 
sabject, Mr. Bingbam f' 

'* Ycs, Beatricc, I bavc. I bave tboagbt it over, and I tbink 
tbat — ^forgive roe again — tbat if you can bring yoarsclf to it, 
perbaps yoa bad better manry bim. He is not sneb a bad sort 
of man, and be is well ofiL" 

Tbey bad been walking rapidly, and now tbey were reacbing 
tbe spot known as tbe '*Ampbitbeatre," tbat same spot wberc 
Owen Davies bad proppscd to Bcatrice some sevcn montbs be- 
fore. 

Bcatrice passed ronnd tbe projecting edgc of rock, and walked 
some way towards tbe flat slab of stone in the centre bcfore sbe 
answered. Wbile sbc did so a great and bitter anger filled her 
beart Sbe saw, or thoogbt sbe saw, it all. Geoffrey wisbed to 
be rid of ber. He bad discemcd an element of danger in their 
intimacy, and was anxions to makc that intimacy impossible by 
pasbing ber into a distasteful marriage. Snddenly sbe tumed 
and faced him — tamed like a thing at bay. Tbe last red rays of 
tbe snnset stmck npon her lovcly face, made more lovély still by 
its stamp of banghty anger : tbey lay npon her beaving breast 
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Fall io the oyes she looked him with those wide Migry eyes of 
here — Dever béfore had ho seen her wear so iroperial a mien. 
Her dignitj and the power of her preaence Hterally awed him, 
for at times Beatrice's beauty was of that royal stamp which, 
,when it hides a heart^is a compellibg forco, conquering and bom 
to cooqoer. 

'*Dóes it Dot strike yon. Mr. Bingham,^ sho said, qoietly, 
^* that you are taking a very great liberty f Does it not strike 
yoa that no man who is not a rcUtion has any right to speak to 
a woman as yoa have spoken tb met — that, in short, you have 
been gailty of what in most people woald be an impertioence f 
Wbat right haFe yoa to dictate to me as to whom I shonld or 
shoald not marry f Sarely of a)I thiogs in the world that is my 
own aflbir." 

Oeoffrey colored to the eyes. As woald have boen the case 
with most men of bis class, he feit her accnsation of having 
taken a liberty, of having presnmed apon an intiroacy, more 
keenly than any which she coald have broagbt against him. 

*^ Forgive me,^ he sald, hambly. ** I can only aasare yoa that 
I had no sach intention. I only spoke — ill-judgedly, I fear — 
becaase — ^becaase I feit driven to it** 

Beatrice took no notice of his words, bat went on in the same 
cold Toice : 

** What right have yoa to speak of roy affairs with Mr. Davies, 
with an old boatman, or even with roy father f Had I wishcd 
yoa to do so I shoald havo asked yoa. By what aathority. do 
yoa constitute yoarself an intermodiary for the parpose of bring- 
ing abont a marriago which yoa are so good as to consider would 
be to my pecaniary interest! Do yoa not know that snch a 
matter is one which the woman concemcd, the woman whoso 
happinesB and self-respect are at stake, alone can jadge of f I 
have nothing more to say ezcept this. I said jast now that yoa 
had been gntlty of what woald in most people be an imperti- 
oence. Well, I will add something. In this case, Mr. Bingham, 
there are circamstances which make it— a crael insnlt !** 

She stopped speaking, then snddenly, withont the slightest 
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waniiDg, bont ioto pasuonate ^èeping; Ab. the did ao^ tbe 
fint nish of the storm paased orer them, wiiinowiDg the airaa 
with a tboosand eagles' wings» and was loai on the 'moaning 
dcpths beyond. 

The light went out of the ekj. Now Gebibey eonU aee only 
the faint oatlinee of her weeping faee. One moment he beai- 
tatcd, and one only ; then Natnre prerailed agminst him, tot the 
nezt sbe was in his anns. 

Beatiice scarcely resisted him. Her energiea aeemed to fail 
her, or perhaps she had spent them in her bitter wordt. Her 
head feil npon bis sbonlder, and there the aobbad her fiU. Flfee- 
ently she lifted it and their Ups met in n first long kist. It was 
finisbed; ibis was the end of it — and thns did Geoffrey proe- 
per Owen Daries^s soit 

" Oh, yoa are crael, cmd T he whispered in her ear. ^Too 
most have known I lovcd yon, Beatrice, that I tpoke i^nsl 
myself becanse I tbongbt it to be my duty. Ton most bare 
known tbat, to my sin and sorrow, I bsFO alwaya loved yon, 
that yoa have nevor been an hoor f roro my mind, that I have 
longed to see yonr face like a sick man for the light Teil me» 
did yon not know it, Beatrice f* 

"How sbooki I know T sbe answered, very softly ; '^I coold 
only goess, and if indeed yoo love me bow coold yon wish roe 
to marry anotber man f I tbongbt that yoo bad leamed my 
weakness and took tbis way to reproach me. Ob, Geoffrëy» 
wbat have we dóne! Wbat is there between yoo and me — 
ezccpt oor love f* 

'* It woold havo been botter if we bad been drowned together 
at tbe first,^ be said, heavily. 

''No, no,*^ sbe answered, '^for then we nerer sbonld have 
k>ved each otber. Better first to love, and then to die T 

"Do not spcak so,** be said ; 'Met os sit here and be happy 
for a litCle wbile to-nigbt, and leave tronble till to-morrow.'* 

And, wbere on a by-gone day Beatrice bad tarriod with anotli- 
er wooer, side by side tbcy sat opon tbe great stone and talked 
sach talk as lovers ose. 
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Above them moaned the rising gde ; thoogh shelterad as ibey 
vere bj cliffs, its breath scarcely stirred their hair. lo f root of 
them the loog waves boomed apon the bcach, while far oot to 
sea the crescent mooDy draped in angry light, seemed to ride the 
waters like a boat 

Aod were thej alone with thcir great bliss, or did tbej oolj 
dreaiD f Nay, tbey were alone with love and lorers' joys, and 
all the troth was told, and all their donbts were done. Now there 
wasan end of hopes and fears ; now Beason feil and LoFe nsorped 
bis throne, and at that royal coming Heavcn threw wide her 
gates. Ohy Sweetest and most dear I Oh, Dearest and most 
sweet I Oh, to hare iived to find this happy hoor — oh, in this 
honr to die I 

See, hcaviness is behind os; see, now we are onel Blow, 
yoQ winds, blow out yonr stormy heart ; we know the secret of 
yoor strength, yoo rosh to yoor desire. Fall, deep waters of the 
sea, fali io thonder at the feet of earth ; we hear the mosic 
of yoor pleadiog. 

Earth and Seas and Winds, sing yoor great chaot of lorel 
Heayeo aod Space and Time, echo back the melody I For life 
has called to os the answer of bis riddle I Heart to heart we sit, 
and lips to lips, and we are more wise than Solomon, and richer 
than barbarian kings, for Happtness is oors. 

To this end were we bom, Dearest and most sweet, and from 
all time predestinate I To this end, Sweetest and most dear, do 
we live and die, in death to find completer nnity. For hero is 
that secret of the world which wise men search and cannot find, 
and here too is the gate of Hearen. 

Look into my eyes, and let me gase on yonrs, and listen how 
these things be. The world is bot a mockery, and a shadow is 
oor flash, for where onco thoy were thero shall be naoght Only 
LoTo is real ; Love shall endnro UU all the soos are dead, and 
yet be yooog. 

Kiss me, thoo conqoeror, for Destiny is overcorae, Sorrow is 
gone by ; and the flame that we have hallowed npon this earthly 
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ilUr shall still buro brightly, aod yei more bright» when jon- 
der stars have lost their fire. 

Bnt alas I words cannot give a fitting forin to soch a tong as 
this. Let mosic try ! Bat Musio alsp f olds her wings. For in 
so snpreme an hoar 

" A bolt 18 shot bftck aomewhere ia oor breaiti'' 

and throagb that opened door come sights and soonds sach as 
cannot bo written. 

They teli ns it is madness, that this nnearthly glory is bnt 
the frenzy of a passion gross in its Very essence. Let thoae 
think it who will, bnt to dreamers let them leave their dreams. 
Wby, then, at sneb a time, do visions conie to children of tho 
world like Beatrice and €^eoffrey f Why do their donbts Tan- 
ish, and what is tbat breath from heaven which they seem to 
feel npon their brow f Tbe intoxication of earthly love bom 
of Ihe meeting of yonth and beaaty. So bc it I Slave, bring 
more sneb wine and let ns drink — to Immortality and to those 
dear eyes that roirror forth a spirit's face ! 

Snch loves indeed are few. For they mast be real and decp, 
and natnres tbus shaped are rare, nor do they often cross each 
other*s line of life. Ycs, there are few who can be home so high, 
and none can breathe tbat ether long. Soon the wings which 
Love lent them in bis honr pf revelation will shrink and vanish, 
and tbc borrowers will fall back to the level of this world, hap- 
py if tbey escape nncmshed. Perchance even in their life-days 
they may find these spirit wings again overshadowing the altar 
of their vows in the honr of earthly marriago, if by some happy 
fate marriago shonld be withih their reach, or like the boly opin- 
ions of the goddess Noat, foldcd about a coffin, in the time of 
earthly deatb. Bat scant are the occasions, and few there are 
who know them. 

Tlins soared Beatrice and Geoffrey while the wild night beat 
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aroand them, makiDg a fit accompaniment to their stormy loTes. 
And thas too they feil. 

" Wo most be goiDg, Geoffrey ; it grows late,'' said Beatrice. 
^^ Ohy Oeoffrej, Oeoffrej, what havo we done f What can be the 
eod of all thisf It will briog trooble on yoo, I know that it 
most The old saying will come trne. I saved yoor life, and 
I shali briog roin on yoo f* 

It is charactcristic of Beatrice that aircady she was think- 
ing of the conseqoeoces to Oeoffroy, oot of those to herself. 

** Beatrice,'' said Geoffrey, '^ we are io a desperate positioo. 
Do yoo wish to face it aod come away with roe, far away to the 
other side of the worldf' 

^ No, no," she aoswered, Tehemeotly, *' it woold be yoor roin 
to abaodoo the career that is before yoo. What part of the 
worid ooold yoo go to where yoo woold not be known f Be- 
aides, there is yoor wife to think of. Ah,€K>d! yoorwife — what 
woold she say of roe ! Yoo belong to her, yoo have no right 
to desert her. And there is Effie too. No, Geoffrey, no, I have 
been wickod enoogh to learo to love yoo— oh, as yoo were oever 
loved before, if it is wicked to do what one caonot help — bot I 
am Dot bad enoogh for this. Walk qoickcr, Geoffrey ; we shali 
be Ute, and they will sospect sonaething." 

Poor Beatrice, the pangs of conscience were finding her oot 1 

^ We are in a dreadfol position," he said again. ** Oh, dear- 
est, I have been to blame. I shoold nover havo come back here. 
It is my ftiolt ; and thongh I never thooght of this, I did my 
best to please yoo." 

** And I thank yoo for it," she answered. ** Do not deceive 
yoorself, Geoffrey. Whatever happens, oh promise me never 
for one monnent to believe that I reproached or blaased yoo. Why 
shoold I blanne you becaose yoo woo my heartf Let me soon- 
er blame the sea on which we floated, the beach where we 
walked, the hoose in which we lived,and the Destiny that brooght 
üs together. I am prood and glad to love yoo, dear, bot I am 
not so selfish as to wish to roin yoo ; €^eoffrey — I had rather 
die." 
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" Don't talk so,** he said» ** I cannot bear it Whai ara we 
todof Am I togoawajandsee yoano moret How eaa we 
Hve 80, Beatrice f' 

'' Yes, Geoffrej,'' she answered, heavil j, taking him by the 
band and gazing np into bis face, '* yoa are to go away and aee 
me no more, Dot for years and yeara. This is wbat we have 
broQgbt npoD oarselves, it is the prioe that we must pay for 
this h'oar which has gone. Yoa are to go away to-morrow, 
that we may be pat oot of teroptation, and yoa mast come 
back no more. Sometimes I shall write to yoa, and sometimes 
perhaps yoa will write to me, till the thing becomes a barden, 
thcn yoa can stop. And whether yoa forget roe or not — and 
oh, Geoffrcy, I do not think yoa will — ^yoa will know that I 
shall never forget yoa, whom I saved ^m the sea — ^to love 
roe. 

There was something so sweet and so infinitely tender aboat 
her words, instinct as they were with natnral womanly passion, 
that Oeoffrey bent at heart bencath their weight as a fir bends 
beneath the gentle, gathering snow. What was he to do, how 
coald he leavo her f And yct she was right. He most go, and 
go quickly, lest his strcngth might fail him, and hand in hand 
they shoald pass a boame from which there is no retam. 

" Heavcn help nsi, Beatrice,'* ho said. " I will go to-morrow 
morning and, if I can, I will keep away." 

"You mu$t keep away. I will not see you any more. I 
will not bring trouble on yoo, (xeoffrey." 

"Yoa talk of bringing troable on me," be said; ''yoa say 
nothing of yoarself, and yet a man, even a man with eyes on 
him like rojself, is better fitted to weather sneb a storm. If 
it roined me, how moch more woald it raia yoa f' 

They were at the gate of the Yicarage now, and the wind 
rnshcd so stroagly tbroagh the firs that she needed to pat her 
lips qaite close to his ear to make her words heard. 

" Stop, one minate," she said, " perhaps yoa do aot qaite 
anderstand. Wben a woman does what I have done, it is be- 
cause she loves with all her life and bcart and soal, becaase all 
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these are a part of her Iove« ^ For myself, I no longer care aiiy- 
thing — ^I have no eelf away f rom yon ; I have ceaeed to be of 
mytelf or in my own keeping. I am of you and ïd yonre. For 
myaelf and my own fate or name I think no more ; with my 
eyei open and of my own free-will I bare given everytbing to 
yon, and am glad i^d happy to gire it Bat for yon I still do 
care, and if I took any step, or allowed yon to take any that 
conld bring sorrow on yon, I sbonld never foigive myself. 
That is why we most part, Geoflbrey. And now let as go in ; 
there is nothing more to say, ezcept tbis : if yon wish to bid 
me good-bye, a Uai good-bye, dear Geoffrey, I will meet you 
to-morrow moming on the beacb." 

^ I sball leave at half-past eight,** he said, boarsely. 

'' Then we will meet at seven,^ Beatrice said, and léd the way 
into the hoase. 

Elizabeth and Mr. Oranger were already seatcd at snpper. 
They sapped at nine on Sanday nights; it was jast half-past. 

** Dear me,** said the old gentleman, *' we began to think that 
yoa two mast havo been ont canoeing and got yonrselves 
drowned in good eamest this time. What have yon been do- 
ingr 

** We have had a long walk,** answered Geoffrey ; '* I did not 
know that it was so late.** 

** One wants to be pleased with one^s company to walk far 
on sneb a night as tbis,** pat in Elizabeth, malicionsly. 

** And so we were-^— at least I was,** Oeoffrcy answered, with 
perfect trath, ^ and the night is not so bad as yoa might think, 
at least ander the lee of the cliffs. It will bc worse by-and- 
byr 

Then they sat down and made a desperate show of eating 
soppcr. Elizabeth, the keen-eyed, notieed that Oeoffrey's hand 
was shaking. Now what, she wondered, wonld make the hand 
of a strong man shake like a leaf f Deop emotion might do it, 
and Elizabeth thonght that she detcctcd other signs of emotion 
in them both, besides that of Oeoffrey's shaking hand. The 
plot was working wdl, bat could it bc broaght to a climax t 
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Ob, if he woold odIj tbrow pnidenoe to the wiods and lan 
away witb Beatrice, so tbat sbe might be rid of her, aod frae 
to figbt f or ber own band. 

Sbortij after sapper both Elizabeth and Beatrioe went to 
bed, leaving tbcir fatber witb Ocoffrey. 

'' Well," said Mr. Graoger, '' did jon get a word with Bea- 
trice f It was yerj kind of yon to g^ tbat long tramp on pnr- 
pose. GracioQSy bow it blows ! we sball bave the house down 
presentlj. Lightning, too, I dedare.*' 

" Yes," answered Geoffrej, " I did." 

" Ab, I hope jon told ber tbat tbere was no need for ber to 
give np hope of biiii jet, of Mr. Davies, I mean f 

'' Yes, I told ber tbat — tbat ia if the greater inclndes the 
less," be added to bimsclf. 

"And bow did sbe take itT 

" Ycrj badi j," said Geoffrej ; '' sbe seemed to tbink tbat I 
bad no rigbt to interfere." 

*' Indeed, tbat is strange. Bnt it doesn't mean anjtbing. 
Sbe*s gratefal enoogb to jon at bcart, depend npon it sbe is, 
onl j sbo did not Hke to saj so. Dear me, bow it blows I We 
sball have a night of it, a regolar gale, I declare. So jon are 
going awaj to - morrow mom ing. Well, tbe best of frietfds 
mast part I bopc tbat jou will oftcn come and see ns. Good- 
bje." 

Once more a scnse of tbe ironj of the position overcame 
Geoffrej, and bc smiled grirolj as be lit bis candie and went 
to bed. At the back of the house was a long passage, which 
terminatcd at onc end in the room where he slept, and at tbe 
other in tbat occupied bj Elizabeth and Beatrioe. Thts pas- 
sage was lit bj two windows, and built out of it were two 
more rooms — tbat of Mr. Granger, and another which had been 
Effie's. The windows of the passage, like most of the others 
in the Yicarage, were innocent of shutters, and Greoffrej stood 
for a moment at one of them, watching the lightning illnminc 
the broad brcast of the monntain behind. Then looking tow- 
ards the door of Beatrice's room, hc gazed at it with the pecnliar 
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reverenoe that sometimes affiicts peoplo who are very mach in 
love, and, with a sigb, taraed and sooght his owd. 

He coald not sleep, it was iropossiblc. For nearly two hoon 
he laj taroiDg from sido to side, and thiokiog till his brain 
seémed like to barst To-morrow he most leare her, leave her 
forever, and go back to his eotènoj anprófitable stniggle witli 
the world, where thero woald bc no Beatrico to make him hap- 
py throagh it all. And she, what of her! 

The storm had lalled a little, now it caïne back in strength, 
heralded bj the lightniog. He rosé, threw on a drossing- 
gown, and sat hy a window watching it lts tumnlt and fory 
seemed to case his heart of some Httlc of its pain; in that 
dark hoar a qnict night would have maddcned him. 

In eight honra— eight short honrs — tbis matter woald bc 
ended so far as concemed tbeir actaal interconrse. It woald 
be a secret locked forever in their two brcasts, a- secret eating 
at their hearts, cmel as the worm that dieth not Geoflhnej 
lookèd np and threw ont his heart's thoaght towards his sleep- 
ing lore. Then once more, as in a by-gone night, there broko 
npon his brain and being that mysterioas spiritnal sense. 
Stronger and more strong it grów, beating on him in heavy 
nnnatnral waves, till his reason seemed to roei and sink, and he 
remembered naqght bot Beatrice, knew naaght save that her 
very life was with him now. 

Hé streiched ont his arms towards the place where sho 
shonld bei 

*' Beatrice,** he whispered to the empty air, ''Beatrice ! Oh, 
my lóve I my sweet ! my sool I Hear me, Beatrice I" 

There came a panse, and ever the aneartbiy sympathy grew 
and gathered in his heart, till it seemed to him as though sep- 
aration had lost its power and across dividing space they wero 
mingled in one being. 

A g^reat gast shook the hoose and passed away along the 
roaring depths. 

Oh! what was thisf Silently tbc door opened, and a white 
draped f orm passed its threshold. He rosé, gasping ; a terrible 



222 

fear, a terrible joy, look possetsion of him. Tlie lightnii^ 
flared nat wildly in the eastern skj. Tbere in the fieroe ligfat 
she stood before him — shé, Beatricc, a aight of beaaty and of 
dread. She stoód with white anns ont-straicliedy with whilo 
QDcovered feet, her bosom heaving softly beneath her nighi- 
dress, her streamiog hair nnboand, hor lips apart, her f^e np- 
tnmed, and a stamp of terrifying ealm. 

^hk the wide, blind eyes npfift 
Thro* the darkneis and the drift" 

Oreat Heaveo, she was asleep ! 

Hosh ! she spoke. 

" Yoa called me, G^ffrey,** she said, in a still, nonaimil 
▼oice. " You called me, my beloved, and I — ^have — como.** 

He rosé aghast, trembÜDg like an aspen with donbt and fear, 
trembliog at the sight of the conqaeriog glory of the woman 
whom he worshipped. 

See ! She drew on towards him, and she was asleq}. Oh, 
what coald he do f 

Saddenly the dranght of the great gale mshing throngh the 
house caoght the opened door and crashed it to. 

She awoke with a wild stare of terror. 

" Oh, Grod, where am IT she cried. 

" Hash, for yoar life*s sake f' he answered, his ^calties re- 
tnming. " Hosh I or yoa are lost'' 

Bat there was no need to caation her to silence, for Bea- 
trice*s senses failed her at the shock, and she sank swooning in 
his arms. 
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CHAPTER XXra. 

A DAWV OF BAUr. 

Tbat craah of the closing door did not awake Beatrico onl j ; 
it awoke both EHzabeth and Mr. Oranger. Elizabeth aat np 
in bed strainiog her ejes throagh the gloom to aee what had 
happened. They feil on Beatrice's bed — sarely — snrely — 

Elizabeth slipped ap, caVlike she crept across the room and 
felt.with her hand at the bed. Beatrice was not there. She 
sprang to the blind and drew it, letting in snch light as there 
was, and bj it searched the room. She spoke: ''Beatrice, 
where are yon f 

No answer. 

*" Ah— h,** said Elizabeth, aloud ; *' I nndcrstand. At last— 
athtttr 

What shoold she do f Shonld she go and call her father 
and pat them to an open shamef No. Beatrico most come 
back some time. The knowledge was enongh ; she wanted the 
knowledge to aso if necessary. She did not wish to min her 
sister nnless in self-defence, or rather, for the canse of self-ad- 
Tanoement Still less did she wish to injure Oeoffrey, against 
whom she had no gnidge. So she peeped along the passage, 
then retnming, crept back to her bed like a snake into a hole^ 
and watched. 

Mr. Oranger, hearing the crash, thonght that the front door 
had blown open. Rising, he lit a candle and went to see. 

Bat of all this Oeoffrey knew nothing, and Beatrioe natarally 
less than nothing. 

She lay scnseless in his arms, her head rested on his shonl- 
der, hor hca? y hair streamed down his side almost to his knee. 
Ho lifted her, tooched her on the forehead with his lips, and 
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laid her oo the bed. Wbat was to be donef Briog her back 
to life f No, ho dared DOt — DOt here. While she hij thas her 
helplessness protected her; hut if once more she was a \mng, 
loving woman here and so — oh, how shoald thej escape f Ho 
dared not toach her or look towards her — till he had mado 
np his mind. It was soon dooe. Here she mast Dot bidc, 
and sioco of herself she coald not go, whj, he most take her 
DOW, tliis moment ! However far Geoffrej feil short of 7irtae*s 
stricter Standard, let this always be remembered ior his favor. 

He opcned the door, and as he did so thoaght that he heard 
some one stirring in the hoase. And so he did; it was Mr. 
Granger in the sitting-room. Hearing no more, G^ffrey con- 
claded that it was the wind, and taming, grbped his waj to 
the bed where Beatrice laj as still as deatk For one moment 
a horrible fear struck him that she might be dead. He had 
heard of cases of somnambalists who, on being startlcd from 
thcir unnataral sleep, only'woke to die. It might be so with 
her. Harriedly he placed his hand apon her brcast Yes, her 
heart stirred — faintly indeed, bat still it stirred. She had 
only swooned. Then he set his tceth, and placing his arms 
aboQt her, lifted her as thoogh she were a babe. Beatrice was 
no slip of a glrl, bat a well-grown woman of fall size. He 
never feit her weight ; it scemed nothing to him. Stealthily as 
one bent on midnight murder, he stepped with her to the door 
and throagh it into the passage. Then sapporting her with 
ono arm, he closed the door with his left hand. Stealthily in 
the gloom he passed along the corridor, his bare feet making 
DO noise upon the boardcd floor, till he reachcd the bisccting 
passage leading from the sitting-rooms. 

He glanccd ap it apprehensively, and what he saw f roze the 
blood in his veins, for tbere coming down it, DOt eight paccs 
from him, was Mr. Granger, holding a candio in his hand. 
What coald be done ? To get back to his room was impossi- 
ble — to reach that of Beatrice was also impossible. With an 
effort he collccted his tbonghts, and like a flash of light it 
passed into his mind that the empty room was not two paces 
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from Iiiro. A stride and be bad reacbed it Ob, where was 
tbo baodlef and ob, if tbe room sbould bo lockedl By a 
niercifal cbaneo it was not Ho steppcd tbroogb the door, 
knocking Beatrico's fect against tbc framcwork as be did so, 
closed it — to sbat it bo bad no time — and stood gasping be- 
hind it 

Tbe glcam of ligbt drew nearer. Mereiftil pqwers I be bad 
been scen — tbo old man was coming in. Wliat could bc say f 
Teil tbe tmtb, tbat was all ; bnt wbo woald believe sneb a 
story f wby, it was one tbat be sbould scarcely care to ad? ance 
in a court of law. Coald be expect a fatber to beliove it — a 
fatber finding a man croncbed like a tbief bebind a door at tbe 
dcad of nigbt witb bis lovely dangbter senseless in bis arms! 
He bad alrcadytboagbt of going straight to Mr. Granger, bnt 
h«id abandoned the idca as liopeless. VVho would belicve tbis 
tale of sleep- walking f For the first time in bis life G^ffrey 
feit terribly af raid, botb for Beatrice and bimsclf ; tbe bair rosc 
on bis bead, bis beart stood still, and a cold pcrspiration started 
onto bis face 

"It*s 7ery odd,*' be bcard tlie old man mnttcr to bimself; 
** I could airoost swear tbat I saw something white go into tbat 
room. Wbcre*s tbc handlo? If I bcücvod in gbosts — bnllo! 
my candle bas blown onti I mast go and hant for a roatcb. 
Don*t quite like going in tbero without a ligbt" 

For tbe moment they wcre saved. Tho ficrce draught rnsbing 
throngb the open crack of tbo door from tbo ill-fitting window 
bad extingnisbed tho candle. 

Gkoffrey waited a few seconds to allow Mr. Granger to reach 
bis room, and tbcn once more started on bis awfnl joumoy. He 
pasaed out of tbe room in safety ; bappily Beatrice showed no 
aigns of recovery. A few quick steps and be was at her own 
door. And now a new terror seized bim. What if Elizabetb 
was also walking the house, or even awake f He thought of 
putting Beatrice down at the door and leaving her therc, but 
abandoned the idea. To begin witb, her fatber might see her, 
and tben bow could her prcscnce be accounted fort or if be 
15 
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did Dot, she wonld ccrUinly soffer ill cffecU from the cold. Nd, 
he raast risk it, and at oocc, tboagh he woald nther have faeed 
a batterj of gans. The door fortnnatelj was ajar. Geoffiej 
opeoed it with bis foot, entered, and with bis foot pnahed it to 
again. Soddenly be remembered tbat be bad never beeo io tbe 
room, and did not know wbicb bed bdonged to Beatrice. He 
walked to tbe nearest ; a deep-drawn breatb told bim tbat it 
was tbe wrong one. Drawing sonae faint eonsolation from the 
fact tbat EHzabetb was evidently aslcep, be groped bis way to 
tbe sccond bed tbrongb tbe deep twiligbt of the room. The 
clotbes were Uirown back. He Uid Beatrice down and drew 
tbom over ber. Tben be fled. 

As be rcacbed tbe door be saw Mr. Granger^s ligbt Tanish 
into bis own room, and beard bis door close. After tbat it 
seemed to bim tbat be took bot two steps and was in bis own 
place. 

He borst oot Uogbing; tbere was as roocb bysteria in tbe 
laogb as a man gives way ta His oerves were sbattcred by 
stroggle, love, and fear, and soagbt relief in gbastly roerriment. 
Somebow tbe wbolo scène reminded bim of one in a comic 
opera. Tbere was a ludicroas sido to it Sapposing tbat 
the poÜtical opponents, who already bated bim so bitterly, 
could have sccn bim slinking from door to door at roidnight 
witb an unconscioos lady in bis arms — wbat woold tbey have 
said ? 

He ceased langbiog ; tbe fit passed — indeed it was no laogb- 
ing matter. Tben be thooght of tbe first night of tbeir strange 
commnnion, tbat nigbt beforc be bad rctamed to Londen. Tbc 
seed sown in tbat strange boor bad blossomcd and bome froit 
indeed. Who wonld have dreamed it possible tbat be sboold 
thns haro drawn Beatrice to bim? Well, he ooght to have 
known. If it was possible tbat tbc words wbicb floated throogb 
ber mind coold arisc in bis as thcy bad done npon tbat night, 
wbat was not possible! And were tbere not other words, 
written by tbe same master-band, wbicb told of aoch things 
as these: 
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"*Now— DOW,' the door is hatrd; 
Hark, the tUin ! and ncar — 
Kearer — and here— 
«Nowr and at.call tlie third, 
She enten withont a wórd. 

" Like tlie doort of a casket ihrine, 

See on either side, 

Der two armi divide 

Till tlie heart betwist makes tign, 

*Take me, for I am thine.* 
• • • • • 
** First, I wül pnijT. Do Thoa 

Tliat ownett the eoiil, 

Tot wilt grant control 

To another, nor dlsallow 

For a time, restrain me now t** 

Dtd they not ran thos? Ob, ho shoaid bave koown I Tbis be 
eoald plead, and ibis onlj — that cootrol bad been granted to 
birn. 

Bat bow woald Beatrico farc f Woald sbe come to bcnelf 
taf el j f He tboogbt so, it was only a fainting fit But wben 
sbe did recover, wbat woald sbe do ? Notbing rasb, bo prayod. 
And wbat coald be tbe end of it all f Wbo inigbt say f How 
fortanate tbat tbe sister bad been so soand aslccp I Somebow 
be did not trast Elizabetb — be feared ber. 

Well migbt bo fcar bcrl £Iiaabetb*s sleep was tbat of a 
weasel. She too was laagbing at tbis very moment, laagbing, 
not load bat long — tbe laagb of one wbo wios. 

Sbe bad seen bim enter, bis borden in bis arms ; bad seon bim 
come witb it to ber own bedside, and brcatbed beavily to wam 
him of bis mistakc. Sbe bad watcbed bim pnt Beatrice on ber 
bed, and beard bim sigb and tnm away ; notbing bad escaped ber. 
As soon as be was gone sbe bad risen and crept op to Beatrice» 
and finding tbat sbe was only in a faint, had lef t ber to recover, 
knowing ber to be in no danger. Elizabetb was not a nenroos 
persen. Tben sbe had listened till at lengtb a deep sigh told 
her of tbe return of her sister^s consciousness. Aftcr tbis tbero 
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was a paase, till prcscDtly Beatriöe's long soft breaUis ahowed 
that sbe had glided frorn swood to sleep. 

Tbc slow Dight wóre away, and at length tbe cold daim eiept 
tbroagb tbe wiodow. Elizabetb stül watcbing, for sbe was not 
willing to lose a siogle scène of a drama so entrandng in itself 
and so important to her interests, saw ber sister saddenlj sit np 
in bed and press ber bands to ber forebead, as tboagb sbe was 
striving to rccall a dream. Tbcn Beatnoe covered ber ejes 
witb ber bands and groaned beavilj. Nezt sbe looked at ber 
watcL, rosé, drank a glass of water, and dressed berself, even to 
the putting on of an old gray water-proof witb a bood to it, for 
it was wet ontside. 

''She is going to meet ber lover,*' tbongbt Elizabetb. ^I 

wisb I could be tbcre to see tbat too, bat I bavo seen enongb.** 

She yawncd and appeared to wake. ^ Wbat, Bcatricc, going 

out already in tbis ponring rain f' sbe said, witb feigned aston- 

isbment 

" Yes, I have slept badly and I want to get some air,** an- 
swered Beatrice, starting and coloring ; " I sappose tbat it was 
the storm." 

.''Has there been a storm f' said Elizabetb, yawning again. 
''I beard nothing of it — bnt then so many things happen 
when one is asleep of wliicb one knows notbing at the time," 
she added, sleepily, like one speaking at random. *' Mind tbat 
yoa are back to say good-bye to Mr. Bingham ; be goes by tbc 
early train, yoa know — bat perhaps yoa will sce bim out walk- 
ing," and appcaring to wake op thoroughly, sbe raiscd bersclf 
in bed and gave ber sister one piercing look. 

Beatrice made no answcr ; tbat look sent a tbrill of fear 
tbrongb her. Oh, what bad happened ? Or was it all a dream f 
Had she dreamed tbat sbe stood face to face witb Geoffrey in 
bis room bcforc a great darkness stmck her and overwhelmed 
ber ? Or was it an awf ui trath, and if a truth, how came sbe 
bere again ? She went to the pantry, got a morsel of bread and 
ate it, for faintness still parsued her. Then feeling better, sbe 
Icft the house and set her face towards the bcacb. 
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It was h dreary morDiog. The great wiod had passcd ; now 
it ooly blew ia little gnsts heavy with driving rain. The sea 
was sollen and gray and grand. It beat in th ander on the 
shore and flew over the snnken rocks in columns of leaden 
spray. The whole earth seemed one desolation, and all its grief 
was centred in this woman^s broken heart 

Geoffrey, too, was np. How he had passed the rcroainder of 
that tragic night we need not inquire — not too happily, we niay 
be snre. He heard the front door close behind Beatrice, and 
foliowed oat iato the rain. 

On the boach, some half of a mile away, he foand her gazing 
at the sea, a great white gnll wheeliag aboat her head. No 
word of greetiag passed bet ween thero ; thcy only grasped each 
other^s hands and looked into cacb other's bollow cyes. 

" Come nndcr the shelter of the cliff,'' he said, and shc came. 
She stood beneatli the cliff, her hcad bowcd low, hor face bid- 
den by the bood, and spokc. 

"Teil me what bas happened/' she said; "I have drcamcd 
something, a worse drcam than any that have gone before — teil 
me if it is trae. Do oot spare roe." 

And Gcoffrey told hor all. 

Wben he had finished she spoko again. 

" By what shall I swear/' she said, '* that I am not the thing 
which jon mast think me f Geoff rey, I swcar by my love for 
yoa that I am innocent If I came — oh, the sharoe of it ! if I 
came — to yonr room last night, it was my fect which led me, 
not my mind that led my feet I went to sleep, I was wom 
oot, and then I knew no more till I heard a drcadful sonnd, and 
saw yoo before me io a blaze of light, aftcr which there was 
darkness.*' 

" Oh, Beatrice, do not be distrcssed," he answered. " I saw 
that yoo were asieep. It is a dreadfal thing which bas hap- 
pened, but I do not think that we were seen.'* 

*' I do not know,** she said. " Elizabeth looked at me very 
strangely this moming, and she sees everytbing. Geoffrey, for 
my part, I neither know nor care. What I do care for is, what 
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most you thidk öf me f Ton mast belicve, oh I — ^I eunot ay 
it And jct I am inDoccnt. Never, never did I dream ol thiib 
To come to joo — thos— oh, it is sbamdess P 

'' Beatrice, do not talk so. I tcU joa I know it Listen — ^I 
drew JOH. I did not mean tbat jon shoald come. I did not 
think that jon would come^ bnt it iras mj doing. Listen to 
me, dear,** snd hc told her that which written words can ill ex- 
press. 

W hen he had fiDished she iooked op, with another face ; the 
great sbadow of her 'shame had Icft her. ^ I bdieye jon, Oeof- 
f rcv,'' she said, " bccaase I know that jon have not invented this 
to shield me, for I have feit it also. See bj it what yoa are to 
me. Yon are my raaster and mj all. I cannot withstand yoa 
if I would. I have Httle wUl apart from yoors if yoa choose to 
gainsay mine. And now promise me tbis npon yoar word. 
Leave me nninflocnced; do not. draw me to yoa to be yoar 
min. I make no prctence, I have laid my lifc at yonr fcet» bat 
wbile I have any strength to straggle against it you shall ncvcr 
take it op anless voa can do so to yoor own honor, and that is 
not possible. Oh, my dear, we niight have been very happy to- 
gether, happier than men and women often are, bat it is denicd 
to 08. Wo most carry oor cross, we most crocify the flesli opon 
it ; perhaps so — who can say ? — wo may glorify the spirit. I 
oweyoo a great deal. I have learned moch from yon, Grcof- 
frey. I have learned to hope again for a Uercafter. Nothing 
is left to me now — bot that — that and an hour hence — ^your 
memory. 

"Oh, why should I weep? It is ongratefol, whcn I have 
yoor love, for which this misery is bot a little price to pay. 
Kiss roe, dear, and go — and ncver see me more. Yoo will 
not forget me, l know now that yon wilI never forget me all 
yoor life. Afterwards — ^perhaps — who can teil ? If not, wby, 
then — it will indeed be best — to die." 

It is not well to linger over soch a sceno as this. After 
all, too, it is nothing. Ooly another broken heart or so. 
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Tho world breaks so many this way and the oiher that it can 
have little pleasoro in gloating over sach stale scènes of i^onj. 

Besidesy we mast not let oar syropathies carry as away. 
Oeoffrey and Beatrice dcserved all they got ; they had no bnsi- 
ness to pat tbemseWes into sach a position. They had defied the 
castORis of their world, and the world avcnged itself apon them 
and their petty passions. What happens to the worm that tries 
to barrow on the highwavsf Grinding wheels and crashing 
feet; these are its portion. Beatrice and Oeoffrey point a 
rooral and adom a tale. So far as we can see and jodge, 
there was no need for them to bare plnngcd into that evcr- 
mnning river of baman pain. Let tbcm stmggle and drown, 
and let tboso who are on the bank leam wisdom f rom the sight» 
and hold oat no hand to help them. 

QtoHrey drew a ring from bis fingcr and gave it to bis love. 
It was a conimon flat-sided silvér ring that had been taken 
from tho gravo of a Roman soldier: ono pecaliarity it had, 
bowevcr; on its inner sarfaee were roagbly cat the words,"Ave 
atqae vale**: Greetiog and farowell ! It was a fitting gift to 
pass betwecn people in their position. Beatrice, trembling 
sorely, wbispered that she would wear it on her heart, npoo 
her band she coold not pat it yct a while ; it might be rccog- 
nised. 

Tben tbricc did they embracc tlicre npon the desolate shore; 
once, as it were, for past joy, onco for present pain, and once 
for fntnre hope, and partod. There was no talk of fntnre meet- 
ings; they feit tbcm to be impossible, at any rate for many 
years. How coald they meet as indifferent frieodsf Too much 
they loved for that It was a final parting, tban which death 
bad been less drcadf al ; for Hope sits ever by the bed of death, 
and misery cmsbed them to the earth. 

He left her, and happiness went oat of bis life as at nigfat- 
fall tho dayüght goes oat of the day. Well, at least be had 
bis work to go to.; bat Beatrice, poor woman, what had she f 

Oeoffrey left her. When be bad gone some thirty paces ha 
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tnroed agaio and gased bis laat opoD her. There Ae atood, or 
rather leaned, Ler band resüng against tbe wet roek, looking 
after hira with her wide gray ejea. Even ihropgb tbe drissliiig 
raiD he could see the gleam of her ricb bair, tbe. murking of 
her lovely face, and the carmiDe of her lipa. Sbe rootioaed 4o 
bim to go on. He went, and wben be bad traver9ed a boo- 
dred paees looked round onco more. . She was still there, bot 
DOW her face was a blar, and agaio tbe great white goll boYcr- 
ed abont her head. 

Theo the mist swept op*and bid her. 

Ah, Beatrice, with all yoor braios yoo coold oerer leam tboae 
sirople principles necessary to the bappiness of womao — priii- 
ciples inheritcd throogb a thoosand geoerations of savi^ aod 
scroi-civilized aocestressea. To accept the sitoatioo and tbe 
niaster that sitnation brings with it — tbis n the goldeo role of 
well-being. Not to pot ont the haod of yoor affection fartber 
than yoo can draw it back, this. is another, at least not until 
yoo are qaite snre that its object is well within yoor grasp. If 
by roisfortonc, or the angcr of the Fates^ yoo are eodowed 
with thoso deeper qoalitics, those extreme capacities of self- 
sacriGciog affection, sneb as mined yoor bappiness, Beatrice, 
keep thcm in stock ; do not exposé them 'to the world. The 
world does not believc in them; tbcy are inconrcnient and 
nndesirable ; thcy are even immoral. \Yhat the world wants, 
and very riglitly, in a person of yoor attractirencss, is qoiet 
domesticity of character, not the exhibition of attribotes which, 
thongb they might qualify yoo for tbe rank of heroine in a 
Grcek drama, are nowadays only likely to qoalify yoo for tbe 
reprobation of society. • 

Wbat? yoo woold rather keep yoor love, yoor reprehensible 
lovc, which never can be satisfied, and bear its slings and 
arrows, and die hogging a shadow to yoor heart, straining yoor 
eycs into the darkness of that beyond whither joo sball go, 
inorrooring with yoor pale lips that there yoo will find reason 
and f olfilmcnt ! Why, it is foUy. What groond have yoa to 
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tappose tbat yoa irill find anytbiog of the sort f 60 and take 
lbo opinioQ of soroe scientific penon of emincDce upon ibis 
iDfataatioD of yoors, and tbo«e ragne visioDs of glory tbat shall 
be. He will explain it clearly eooogh, will sbow yoa tbat yoar 
love itself ia notbing bat a nataral passioo, actiog, 10 yoar case, 
00 a singalarly sensitive and etberealized organUm. Be frank 
with bim, teil biro of yoar secret bopea. He will smilo ten- 
derly, and sbow yoa bow tbese aUo are an croanation froin a 
craving heart, and the innate saperstitions of mankind. In- 
deed, be will laogb and illnstrate tbe absordity of tbe wbole 
tbing by a few pangent ezaroples of wbat woold happen if 
these eartbly affecUons conld be carried beyond tbe grave. 
Take what yoa can naw will be tbe burdcn of bia song; and 
for goodness* sake do not waste yoor prccioas boars in dreams 
of aToBe. 

Beatrice, tbe world does not want yoar spiritaality. It is 
not a spiritaal world ; it bas no clcar ideas npon tbe subject ; 
it pays its religions premiom, and works off its aspirations at 
ita weekly cbnrcb-going, and wonld think tbe person a fooi wlio 
attemptod to carry tbcories of celestial nnion into an eartbly 
mie of life. It can sympatbize with Lady Honoria; it can 
hardly sympatbize with you. 

And yct yoa will still choosc tbis botter part ; yoo will still 
** live and love and lose." 

** With blindiog team and [Muttiooate beseeekiog, 
And oat-stretcbed arms tUrongh emptj tilence reacliing.** 

Tben, Beatrice, bare yoar will, sow yoar seed of tcars, and 
tako your chance. Yoa may find tbat yoa were riglit, and tbe 
worldlings wrong, and you may reap a harvest beyond tbe 
grasp of their poor iroaginations. And if yoa find tbat tbey 
are right, and you are wrong, what will it matter to yoa who 
sleep I — for of tbis, at least, yoa are saro : If there is no f atare 
for socb eartbly love as yonrs, tben, indeed, there is none for 
tbe cbildren of tbis world and all their troabliog. 
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CHAPTER XXIV. 

LAOT nONORIA TAKS8 THS FIELD. 

GxoFFBST horried to the Vicanigo to fctch bis baggage and 
say good-byc. Ho bad no time for breakfast, and he was glad 
of it, for be conld not bave eaten a morsel to save bis life. Ho 
fonod Elizabcth and ber fatber io tbe sitting-room. 

" Wby, wbere bave yoa been tbis wet roorning, Mr. Bing- 
bam !" said Mr. Granger. 

" I bave been for a walk with Miss Beatrice ; sbe is ooming 
bome by tbe villagc," bo answered. *' I don't mind rain, and 
I wantcd to get as macb frcsb air as I conld bcforo I go back 
to tbe mill. Tbank yon — only a cnp of tea — I will get some- 
tbing to eat as I go." 

" How kiod of biro T' rcflected Mr. Granger ; " no donbt be 
bas been speakiog to Beatrice again about O wen Davies.'' 

" Ofa, by-the-way/' he added, alond, " did you happen to hcar 
anybody moviftg in tbe house last night, Mr. Bingharo, jast 
wbcn tbc storm was at its heiglit ? First of all a door slammed 
so violently that I got np to see what it was, and as I camo 
down the passage I could al most bave swom that I saw some- 
thing white go into the spare room. But my candle went ont, 
and by tbe time that I had fonnd a light there was nothing to 
be seen." 

"A clear case of ghosts," said Greoffrcy, indifferently. It 
was indeed a " case of ghosts," and thcy would, he reflectcd, 
baant him for many a day. 

" How very odd !" put in Elizabeth, vivaciously, ber keen 
cyes fixed intently on bis face. " Do you know I thonght that 
I twice saw the door of onr room open and shut in the most 
raysterions fashion. I think that Beatrice must bave somctbing 
to do with it ; shc is so uncanny in her wajs." 



LADT BOMOUA' TAKS8 TBS FISLD. 235 

Geoffrey oérer moved a muscle ; he was traioed to keep hU 
coontenancc. Only he wondered how mach this woman knew. 
8he roost be silenced soinehow. 

^ EzcQse me for cbanging the sabject," he said, " bot my 
time is short, and I havo none to spare to hunt the * Vicarage 
Ohost' By-the-way, tbere's a good title for somebody. Mr. 
Orangor, I believe that I may speak of business mattcrs beforo 
MissElisabethr 

^^Certainly, Mr. Bingham,** said the clergyman; '^Elizabeth 
is roy right hand, and has the best business head in Brjngelly." 

Geoffrey thought that this was vcry evident, and went on. 
**I only want to say this : If you gct inlo any forther diflScul- 
ties with your rascally titbe-paycrs, mind and iet me know. I 
shall always be glad to help you while I can. And now I most 
be going." 

Ho spoke thos for two reasons. First, natonilly cnoogh, he 
meant to make it his bosincss to protect Beatrico from the 
pressure of poverty, and wcll knew that it wonld be oseless to 
offer her direct assistance. Sccondly, he wished to show Eliza- 
beth that it would not be to the advantago of her family to 
quarrel with hiro. If she had scen a ghost, perhaps this fact 
woold make hor rcticent on the sobject He did not know that 
she was playing a moch biggcr game for her own hiM)d, a game 
of which the stakes wcre thoosands a ycar, and that she was, 
nioreovcr, raad with jealoosy, and what, in soch a woman, most 
pass for lore. 

Eliiabeth made no comment on his offer, and bef ore Mr. 
Orangcr*s profose thanks wcro ncarly finished Geoffrey wasgone. 

Throe weeks passed at Bryngelly, and Elizabeth still held her 
hand. Beatrice, palo and spiritless, went aboot her doties as 
osoal. Elizabeth never spoke to her in any senso that eoold 
awaken her snspicions, and the ghost story was, or appeared to 
be, pretty woll forgotten. Bot at last an event occorred that 
caosed Elizabeth to dctermine to take the field. One day slio 
met Owen Davies walking along thé beach in the semi-insane 
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way wbich.he now affccted. He stopped, and, withoot fortber 
adoy plangcd ioto coDvcraation. 

" I can^t bear it any longer/' he said, wildly, throwing op bis 
arms. " I saw Ler jcsterday, and she cat me short bcfore I 
conld spcak a word. I have prayed for patience and it wHl not 
come ; ooly a Voice seemed to say Xo roe that I most wait ten 
days roore, ten short days, and then Beatrice, my bcantifnl 
Boatrice, wonld bc roy vife at last" 

*' If yoo go on in this way, Mr. Davies,** said Elizabeth, sharp- 
ly, her heart filled with jcaloiis angcr, "yon will soon be off 
yonr head. Are yon not ashamed of yonrself for inaking sneb 
a f nss abont a girPs pretty face f If yon want to gct inarricd, 
raarry somebody else." 

" Marry somebody else,'* he said, drearoily ; " I donH know 
anybody else whom I conld marry ezcept you, and yon are not 
Bcatrice." 

" No," answered Elizabctb, angrily, *' I sliould hope that I 
liave more sense, and if yon wantcd to marry me yon wonld 
have to set abont it in a different way to Ibis. I am not Bea- 
trice, tbank Hcaven, but I am her sister, and I wam yon that 
I know more about bcr than yon do. As a friend I wam yon 
to be carefal. Sopposing that Beatrice werc not worthy of yon, 
yon wonld not wish to marry her, would you!" 

Now, Owen Davies was at hcart somcwhat afraid of £Iiza- 
betb, likc most otber people who bad the privilege of bcr ac- 
quaintancc AIso, apart f rom matters connected with bis insano 
passion, bc was vcry fairly shrewd. He suspected Elizabetb of 
something, bc did not know of what 

" No, no, of coarse not," be said. " Of course I wonld not 
marry her if she was not fit to be roy wife — bnt I mnst know 
that beforc I talk of inarrying anybody elsc. -Good-afteraoon, 
Miss Elizabetb. It will soon bc settlcd ; it cannot go on miicb 
longer now. My praycrs will be answered, I know they will." 

"Ton are right there, Owen Davies," tbonght Elizabetb, as 
she looked after him with ineffable bitterncss, not to say con- 
tempt "Your prayers sball be answered in a way that will 
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■ttoDish JOH. Toa thall nol marrj Beatric6y and yoa shiül 
marrj me, The fish bas beeo oq tlie line loog enoogb, now I 
must begin to poll in.'* 

Coriooalj enoogb, it never really occarred to Eiizabeth tbat 
Beatrice limelf migbt prove to be tbe trae obetacle to tbe mar- 
riage sbe plotted to prerent She knew tbat ber sister wat fond 
of Oeoffrej Bingbain, bot tbat, wben it came to tbe point, sbe 
woold abeolatelj allow ber affecUon to interfere witb so glori- 
ons a SQcecss in life, sbe never beliered for one moment. Of 
eoone sbe tboogbt it was possible tbat if Beatrice eonld get 
potsession of Oeoffrej sbe migbt prefer to do so, bnt failing 
biro, jodging from ber own low and valgar Standard, Eiizabetb 
was eonvinced tbat sbe woold take Owen. It did not seem poe- 
sible tbat wliat was so precioos in ber own ejes migbt be vaioe- 
less and even batefol in tbose of ber sister. As for tbat litUe 
midnigbt incident — welf, tbat was one tbing and roarriage was 
anotber. People forget socb events wben tbej marry ; some- 
times tbej even marry in order to forget them. 

Yes, sbe most strike, bot bow f Eiizabetb bad feelings like 
otber people. Sbe did not mind mining ber suter and rival, 
bot sbe woold vcry mocb prefer tbat it sboold not be known 
tbat bers was tbe band to cot ber down. Of coorsc, if tbe worst 
came to tbe worst, sbe most do it Meanwbile, coold not a 
sobstitote be foond — somebody in wbom the act woold seem 
not one of vengeance, bot of virtoe f Ab ! sbe bad it : Lady 
Honoria ! Wbo coold be better for soch a parpose tban tlio 
croelly injored wifef Bot tlien bow sboold she commonicate 
the facts to ber ladysbip witboot involving berself f Again sbe 
bit opon a dcTice mocb farorod by socb people — " on vieoz 
tmc mais toojoors bon ^ — tbe priatine one of an anooymoos 
letter, whicb bas tbe startling ment of not committing anybody 
to anytbing. An anonymooa letter, to all appearance written 
by a senraot : it was tbe very tbing ! Most likely it woold re- 
solt in a searcbing inqoiry by Lady Honoria, in wbich event 
Eliiabetb woold of coorse, against ber will, be forced to say 
wbat sbe knew ; almost certainly it woold rcsolt in a qoarrel 
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between hasband and wifé, which migbt iodaoe the former to 
show his haod, or eren to take sooio open step as regards Bea- 
trice. She was sorry for Geoffrej, agaiosi whom aha had no 
ill-feeling, bot it coold not be helped ; he mnst be saerificed. 
* Tbat rery cveniog she wrote her letter and sent it to be poat- 
ed by an old servant linng in London. It was a masterpieoe 
in its way, especially phonetically. This precioos epistle» which 
was most exceedingly ill writ in a laigc coarse band, ran thos : 

" Mr LADi, — My consenco dmrs roe to it, ronch agMn roy 
wilL Tvo tried hard, my ladi, not to speek, first acorse of miss 
B. as i hcve knowed good and peor and also for the sakes of 
yoar cvil nsband that wnlf in scheeps cloathin. Bnt when i 
think on yon roy ladi, a lorful l^^l wife, gnd and virtos.and 
peor, and of tbe thiogs as i hev seen which is ennf to bring a 
blnsh to the face of a stater, I knows it is my holy dooty to 
rite yoor ladishipp as follers. Yonr ladishipp forglf me, bnt 
on the nite of whittsondey last Miss B. Grainger wint after mid- 
nite in ter tlie room of yoar bad nsband — as I was to mi sham 
ther to se. Aftcrward more nor an hour, she com out agin 
hein carred in hi$ harmes. And if yoor ladishipp dont believ 
roe, let your ladishipp rite to miss elizbcth, as had this same 
misfortunc to see as yoar tra frcnd, 

"Thk Ritbb." 

In due course this charming coramunication reached Lady 
Honoris, bcariog a London post-mark. She read and reread 
it, and soon mastered its mcaning. Then, after a night's thoaght, 
she took tlie " Riter's " advice and wrote to Elizabeth, sending 
her a copy of tbe letter (her own), vehemcntly repndiating alf 
belief in it, and asking for a reply that shonld dissipate this 
fooi slander froro her mind forcver. 

The answcr came by retara. It was short and artfnl. 

"De AR Laot Honokea Bingham,'' it ran, ''yoa ranst for- 
give me if I dccline to answer the qaestions in yoar letter. 
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ToQ will easO j undentand that belween m denre to presenre a 
mter*8 repatation and ao incapacity (to be appreeiated bj er- 
erj Christiaa) to speak otlier thaD tbe tnith — it is poitible for 
a peraoD to be plaoed in tbe most crnel of positiona, a posttion 
wbieb I am aore will command eren joor syropatbj, tboi^b 
nnder neb eireomstaneea I bare little lïgbt to expect anj from 
a wife bdierij^ benelf to bave been eniellj wron^^^ Let me 
add tbai notbiog sbort of tbe eompokioa of a eoart of law will 
toiBee to nnteal my lipe as to tbe details of tbe drcomstanees 
(wbicb are, I trast» mtsonderstood) alloded to in tbe malicioos 
anonymons letter of wbicb yoo enclose a eopy.** 



Tbat rery erening, as tbe Fates woold bare it, Lady 
and ber bosband bad a qoanel. As nsoal, it was aboot Effie, 
for on most otber snbjcets tbey presenred an arroed nentrali- 
ty. lts details need not be entered into ; bot at kst Geollrey, 
who was in a sadly irritable eondition of mind, fairiy lost bis 
temper. 

**Tbe fisct i%** be said, "^tbat yon are not fit to look after 
tlie cbikL Ton only think of yooisclf, Honoria.'' 

Sbe torned on bim witb a dangerons look opon ber eold and 
bandsome face. 

** Be carefnl wbat yoo say, Geoffrey. It is yoo wbo are nol 
fit to bave tbe cbarge of Effie. Be carefnl lest I take ber away 
from yoo altogetber, as I can if I like.** 

"* Wbat do yoo mean by tbat tlireatT be asked. 

**I>o yon want to knowf Then I will teil yoo. I onder 
stand enoo^ law to be aware tbat a wife can get a separatioo 
from an nnfaitbfol bosband, and wbat is more, can take away 
bis cbildren.** 

** Again I ask yoo wbat yoo mean,** said Oeoffrey, toraing 
cold witb anger. 

** I mean tbis, Geoffrey. Tbat Welsb giii is yoor mistress. 
Sbe passcd tbe nigbt of WbitrSonday in yoor room, and was 
carried from it in yoor arms.** 

'^ It is alierbe said ; ''abe is nothing of tbe sort I do nol 
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know wbo gare you ibis informmUoQ ; bat it is m almideroiM 
lic, and somcbodj sball soffcr for it** 

" Nobodj will snffer for it, Geoffrey, becatue yoa will not 
dare to stir tho matter np — for the giri's sake if not for yoor 
owD. Cao yoa deny that yoo were seen carrying her in yoar 
arms frora yoar room on Whit-Sanday nightf Can you deny 
that yoa are in lo?e with her f* 

'* And sapposiag that I am in love witb her, is it to he won- 
dered at, soeiog how yoa treat me and bave treated me for 
ycarsT' be answcred, furioasly. *' It is atterly false to say that 
shc is my mistress P' 

" Yoa bave not answercd my qaestion,** said Lady Honoria, 
witb a smile of trinropb. ^' Were yoa seen carrying that woman 
in yoar arms aod from yoar room at the dcad of nightf Of 
coarse it meant notbing, notbing at all. Wbo would dare to 
asperso the cbaracter of tbis perfect, lovely, and intellectaal 
school-mistressf I am not jealoas, Oeoffrey — ^" 

" I sfaoald tbink oot, Honoria, sceing how tbings are." 

" I am not jealons, I repcat, bat please understand that I will 
not havo tbis go on, in yoar own intcrests and mine. Why, 
wbat a fooi yoa mast bc ! Don't yoa know that a man wbo 
bas risen, as yoa bave, bas a bundred cneraies ready to spring 
on bim Hke a pack of wolvcs and tcar bim to piecesf Why, 
many even of tbosc wbo fawn apon yoa, and flatter yoa to yoar 
face, bate you bitterly in secret, because yoa bave sacceeded 
where tbey bave failed. Don^t yoa know, also, that tbere aro 
papers bere in London wbicb woald give bandreds of ponnds 
for tbc cbance of publisbing sneb a scandal as tbis, especially 
against a powcrfal political opponent Let it once come out 
that tbis obscure girl is yonr mistress — ^" 

" Honoria, I teil yoa she is notbing of the sort It is troe I 
carried her from my room in a fainting fit, but sbe came tbere 
in her sleep." 

Lady Honoria laagbed. " Keally, Geoffrey, I wonder that 
yoa tbink it wortb wbile to teil me sacb oonsense. Keep it for 
tlic divorce court, if ever we gct tbere, and see wbat a jury says 
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to it Look bere; be aenuble. I am not a momlist, and I am 
nol goiQg to plaj tbe ootra^^ wifc aniess joa foroe mo to it 
I do Qot meao to tako anj f orther notice of ibis iDteresting lit- 
tle tale aa against jon. Biit if joa go on with it, beware 1 I 
will not be niade to look a fooL If jon are going to be mined 
yoo ean be mined bj yonnelf. I wam yoa franklj that at 
the fifst aign of it I eball pat mjadf in tbe rigbt bj commeno- 
ing proceedings against yoa. Now, of eoorae, I know tbia, that 
in tbe evont of a tmasb, yoa would be glad enoagb to be rid of 
me in order that yoa niight welcome yoor dear Beatrice in my 
place. Bot tbere are two tliingt to reroember : first, that yon 
eoald not narry her, sapposing yoa to be idiot enongh to wisb 
to do to, because I tbonld only gct a jadiciai teparation, and yoa 
wonld still have to rapport roe. Secondly, if I go, EflBc goes 
'with me, for I hare a rigbt to claim her at law ; and that fact, 
roy dear Oeoffrey, makcs me mistress of the sitoaiion, becaase I 
do not rappose that yon woald part with Effic even for the sake 
of Miss Beatrice. And now I will leave yon to think it over.'* 

And with a little nod shc sailcd oiit of the room, complctely 
victorions. She was indeed, reflected Geoffrey, "mistress of 
the sitnation.** Sopposing that she brooght a soit against him 
wliere wonld ho bef She most have evidencc, or sho woold 
not bave known the story. The whole drama had clesrly been 
witnessed by somo onc, probably either by Elizabeth or the senr- 
ant-girl, and that some one had betrayed it to llonoria, and pos- 
sibly to othors. The thonght made him sick. Ho was a man 
of the world and a practical lawycr, and thoogh, indeed, they 
wcre innocent, he kncw that onder the circomstances few woold 
be foond to believe it At the very best there most be a terri- 
ble and shocking scandal, and Beatrice woold loso her good 
name. He placcd himsclf in the position of coonsel for tlie 
petitioncr in a liko case, and thonght how he woold crash and 
cmmplo snch a defcnce in bis addrcss to the jory. A probable 
tale, forsooth! 

Undoobtedly, too. Honoris woold be acting wisely from her 
point of view. Poblio sympathy woold be with her throoglu 
16 
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oot Ile knew thut, as it was, he was genenillj beliered to öwa 
mach of hls saocess to his haodsomo and higb-born wife. Now 
it would be said that be had osed her as a ladder and thcii 
throwD her over. With all this, however, be might cope ; he 
coald even bear with the volgar attacks of a vnlgar press» and 
tbc gibcs and jeers of his politica! and personal encroies, bot to 
lose £flSe be coald not bear. And if sneb a case were broaght 
again&t biin it was alraost ccrtaio that he wonld loee her, for, if 
he was worsted, costodj of the child woold be given to the in- 
jarcd' wife. 

Tben tbere was Beatrice to be considered* Tbe same mali- 
cioas tongne that had revealcd this matter to Ilonoria woold 
probably reveal it to the rest of the world, and even if he es- 
caped the worst penalties of ootragcd morality, they woold cer- 
tainlj bc wreakcd apon her. Beatrice*s repntation woold be 
blasted, her croplojment lost, and her life made a barden to her. 
YeSy decidedly, Hoooria had the best of the position ; dccidedij, 
also shc spoke words of weight and common-sense. What was 
to be done ? Was tbere no wav oot of it ? All that night as 
G^ffrey sat in the House, his arms foldcd on his breast, and to 
appearance intently listening to the long Larangues of tbe Oppo- 
sition, this qncstion hauntcd hiro. He argocd the situation oat 
this way and that way, till at tbc last he came to a conclusion. 
Either Le raast wait for the scandal to Icak oot, let Beatrice be 
rained, and direct bis cfforts to the softening of Honoria, and 
generally to sclf-prescrvation, or he most tako the hall by the 
liorns, ranst abandon his great career and his country, and scek 
rcf nge in another land — sny America — taking Beatrice and Effio 
with bira. Once the child was out of tbc jurisdiction, of course 
no conrt coald forco her froro him. 

Of the two courses, ev<?n in so far as bc bimsclf was conccrned, 
what between tbe urgency of tbc matter and the onccasing 
pressore of bis passion, Gcoffrey inclined to the latter. The 
relations between himself and Ilonoria bad for ycars been so 
straioed, so totally different from those wbich shonld exist be- 
tween man and wife, that they grcatly mitigated in his mind 
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lbo apparont iniqnity of snch a step. Nor woold he feel mach 
compnoctioQ ut removing the child from her motlier, for there 
was no love lost betwecn tbo two, and as time 'went on he 
shrewdly goessed there woold be less and less. For the rest, 
he had somo soventeen thoasand ponnds ia hand ; he wonld 
take half and leave Honoria half. lle knew tliat he coald al- 
ways earn a living wherever he went, and probably mach more 
than a living, and of whatever be eamcd a strict rooiety shoald 
be paid to Honoria. Bat first, and above cverything, there was 
Beatrice to be considcrod. Sho most be saved, even if ho roincd 
himself to save ber. ' 

Lady Honoria^ it is scarcely nccessary to say, had little idea 
that she was driving her bosband to snch dangeroos and deter- 
mined conncils. She wanted to frigbten Geoffrey, not to lose 
bim and all be meant to ber ; tbis was tbo last thiog she woald 
wish to do. She did not greatly care aboot tbe Beatrice inci<( 
denty bot ber shrewd common-senso told ber that it might wcll 
be ased as ao engioe to roin tbcm all. Thercforo she spoke as 
she did speak, tbough in reality mattcrs wonld have to be bad 
indeed beforo she sought tbc aid of a coart of law, where many 
things conccming herself might coroo to the ligbt of day whicb 
she woald prefor to leave in darkness. 

Nor did she stop licre ; she detennined to attack Oeoffrey*s 
position in anothcr way — namdy, throogh Beatrice berself. 
For a loog time Honoria besitated as totlie mcthod of tbis attack. 
She had some knowledge of the world and of charactcr, and 
from what she kncw of Beatrice she came to the sound con- 
closion that she was not a woman to be threatened, bot rather 
one to be appealed to. So, after mach thooght, she wrote to 
her thas: 

'* A story, which I still hesitate to believe, bas como to me 
by meaos of anonymoos letters, as to yoor condoct with my 
bosband. I do not wish to rcpcat it now, furtbcr tban to say 
that, if tnie, it establisbes circomstaoces which leave no doobt 
as to the existcnce of relations so intimate betwcen yoo as to 
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liiDOQnt tb gnilt It roaj not be trae or it maj, in which latter 
eveot I wish to saj tbis : With yoor monüitj I hnvt oothing 
to do ; it is joor a&ir. Nor do I wish to plead to joa as an 
injared wife, or to reproach yooy for thcre are thiog^ too wicked 
for mere rcproacb. Bot I will saj this: if the story is true, I 
mast presame that yoa hare some affection for the partner of 
yoor^aroe. I pot mysclf oot of the qoestion, and in the name 
of that affection, bowcrcr gailty it roay be, I ask yoa to push 
matters no forthcr. To do so will be to bring its object to 
atter niin. I/you care/or him^ «ever all coaneelion wUh kim 
utterly andforever; othcrwise he will live to carso and bato 
yoa. Shoald yoa ncglect this advice, and shoold the facts that 
I hare heard become public property, I wam yoa, as I hare al- 
ready wamed hira, that, in self-preservation and for the sake 
of self-respect, I shall be forccd to appeal to the law for my 
remedy. Remember that his carecr is at stakc, and that in 
losing it and roe he will also lose his child. Reracmber that 
if thb comes aboat it will be throogh yoii. Do not answer 
this, it will do no good, for I shall natnrally pnt no faith in 
your protestations, but if yoa are in any way or measnre gailty 
of this offence, appealing to yoa as one woman to another, 
and for the sake of tho man who is dear to both, I say do yonr 
best to redeein the cvil hy making all further communication 
between yourulf and kim an impossibility, H. B.'^ 

It was a clever letter ; Lady Honoria could not have devised 
one more powerful to work on a woman like Beatrice. Tho 
sarae post that took it to her took another f rom Geoffrey him- 
self. It was long, thongh gnardcd, and nced not be quoted in 
its entirety, bat it pat the wlioie position beforo her in some- 
what veilcd language, and endcd by saying: "Manïage I can- 
not give.yon, only life-long lovc. In other circa mstanccs, to 
offer this woald be an insalt, bat if thinga shoald be as I fear, 
it is worth yonr considcration. I do not say to yoa conUj I.say 
come ifyotfioish. No, Beatrice, I will not put this crnel bar- 
den of decision apon you. I say come ! I do not command 
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yoQ to come, bccaaso I proiniscd to Icave yoa uninflaenood. 
Bot I pray yoa to do so. Let os pot an end to this wretcbod- 
nosa, and coont tho world wcll lost as oor price of lovc. Come, 
dearêst Bcatrice — to loave me no more till death. I pot my 
lifo in yoor hands ; if yoo take it up, whatever trooUe yoa roay 
bave to face, yoo will oever lose roy affection or esteem. Do 
not think of me, tbink of yoursclf. Yoo bave given me yooc 
love aa yon once gave me my Hfe. I owe sometbing in return ; 
I eannot aeo yoo sbamed and make no offer of roparation. In- 
deed, 80 far as I am concemed, I sball tbink all I lose as notb- 
ing compared to what I gain in gaining yoo. Will yoa come 1 
If so, we will Icave tliis coontry and b^in afrosb elsowhere. 
After all, it mattcrs little, and will matter less wben everything 
ia said and done. My Hf e bas for years been bat aa an onwbole- 
some drcam. Tho onc rcal thing, the onc happy thing tbat I 
bave foood in it bas been oor lovc. Do not let os tbrow it 
away, Beatrice." 

By retoro of post be received this answer, written in pencil : 
*' No, dear Geoffrey. Things most take tbeir course. — K" 
Tbat was all. 
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CHAPTER XXV. 

BLIZABXTH SHOWS HBB TKXTH. 

Hard had been Beatrice*8 hoon since that gny moroiDg of 
separation. She most bear all the inner wretchednesa of her 
lot ; she ronst conceal her grief, most snffer the slings and ar- 
rows of £lizabeth*s sharp tongne, and strive to keep Owen Da- 
vies at a distance. Indeed, as the dajs went on, this last task 
grew more and more portentous. The man was qnite nnman- 
ageable ; bis passion, wbich was hnroiliating and hatefnl to Bea* 
trice, bceame the talk of the place. Everjbodj knew of it ex- 
cept her father, and even bis ejes b^an to be opencd. 

One night — it was the same npon wliich Greoffrey and Hono- 
ria had respectivclj posted tbcir letters to Beatrice — anjbodj 
looking into the little room in Bryngellj Castle, which served 
its owner for all parposes except that of sleeping, wonld have 
witncssed a verj strango sight. Owen Davies was walking to 
and fro— walking rapidij, with wild eyes and dishevellcd hair. 
At the tarn of cach length of the apartment be would halt, and 
throwing bis arms into tbc air, cjacolatc : 

**0 God, bear me, and give rac my dcsire! O €rod, an- 
swer me!" 

For two long hoors thus be walked and tb as cried aload, till 
at length be sank panting and exbaastcd into a chair. Sadden- 
ly be raised bis bcad, and appeared to listen intently. 

** The Voicc," lie said, aload ; " the Voice again. Wbat does 
it say ? To-morrow, to-morrow I ronst speak ; and I sball win 
her." 

He sprang ap with a sbont, and once more began bis wild 
marcb. " Oh, Beatrice !" bc said, " to-morrow you will prom- 
ise to marry me ; the Voice says so ; and soon, soon, perbaps in 
one short montb, you will be roy own — mine only ! Greoffrey 
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niogbam aliall not eoroe botween os then, for I will watoh yon 
diiy and nigbt Yoa sball be ray very, vcry own—my owq 
bcaotiful Beatrice;^- and be stretched out bia arms and olasped 
at tbe cropty air — a crazy and nnpleasant aigbt to see. 

And ao ho walked and apoke till tbe dawn waa gray in the 
eaat Tbia oecarred on tbe Friday nigbt It waa on tbe fol* 
lowing moming tbat Beatrido, tbe onfortanate and innooont 
object of tbeae amoroaa invocations, received tbe two lettera. 
Sbe bad gone to tbe poat-office on ber way tó tbe acbooi, on 
tbe cbanco of tbere being a noto f rom Oeoffrey. Poor womao ! 
bia lettera wcre tbe one brigbt tbiog in ber life. From motivoa 
of pmdence tbey were written in tbc nanal aomi-fomial atyle^ 
bnt abo waa qnick to read botween tbe linea, and, moreovor, 
tbcy carae from bia dcar band. 

Tbere waa tbe letter anre cnongb, and anotber in a woman*a 
writing. Sbe recogoized tbe band aa tbat of Lady Honoria» 
wbicb abe bad oftcn aeen on envelopea dirccted to Geoffrey^ 
and a tbrill of fcar abot tbrongb ber. Sbe took tbe lettert, and 
walking aa qaickly aa abe could to tbe acbool, locked benelf 
into ber own litüe room, for it waa not yet nine o*clock, and 
looked at tbem witb a gatbering terror. What waa in tbem t 
Wby did Lady Ilonoria write to ber f Whicb aliould abo read 
firat f In a moment Bcatrice bad made op lier mind. Slio would 
face tbe worat at onco. Witb a set face abo opencd Lady Uo- 
Doria*a letter, anfolded it, and read. We alrcady know ita con- 
tents. Aa ber mind graaped tbem ber Upa grew aaby wbite, 
and by tbe time tliat tbe borribic tbing waa done abo waa nigb 
to fainting. 

Anonymons lettera ! Ob, wbo could bavo done tbia cmel 
tbing f Elizabetb, it iiiiist bc Eüzabetb, wbo aaw cvory tbing, 
and thna atabbed ber in tbe back. Waa it poasible tliat lier 
own aiatcr coald treat ber aof Sbe kncw tbat Elimbctb dia- 
liked ber; abe conld never fatbom tbe canae, still abo knew tbe 
f act Bat if tbia wcre ber doing, thcn ahe muat bate ber, and 
bate ber bitterly ; and wbat bad abe done to eam aacb bate f 
And now Oeoffrey waa in danger on ber accoaut, danger of 



848 BIATBIOS. 

raiD, and how conld sbe prevent it f ThU was lier fint idéa. 
Most people might have toraed to tbeir own position and been 
content to Icave tlieir lover to fight bis own battle. Bnt Ben» 
trice thoQght little of berself. He was in danger, and how 
conld sbe protect bim ? Wb j, here in the letter was the an- 
swer ! ** If yon care for bim, sever all connection witb him nt- 
terlj and forever ; otbérwisey be will live to cnrse-and bate jon.** 
No, no ! (jeoffrej would never do tbat Bnt Lady Honoria 
was quite rigbt ; in bis interest, for bis sake» sbe mnst sever all 
connection witb bim — sever it ntterlj and forever. Bat how — 
how f 

Sbe tbmst tbe letter into her dress — a viper wonld have been 
a more welcomc gnest — and opened Geoffrej^s. 

It told tbe same tale» bnt offered a different solntion. Tbe 
tears started to her eyes as sbe rcad bis offer to take her to bim 
for good and all, and go away witb her to begin life afresh. 
It seemed a wonderfnl tliing to Beatrice that be shonld be will- 
ing to sacrifice so mnch npon sneb a wortbicss altar as her love 
— a wonderfnl and most genereus tbing. Sbe prcssed tbe 
senseless paper to ber bcart,tlien kissed it again and again; 
but sbe never tbougbt of jielding to tbis great temptation, 
never for one second. Ile prayed ber to come, but tbat sbe 
wonld not do wbile ber will remained. Wbat ! she bring Greof- 
frey to ruin ? No, sbe bad rathcr starve in tbe st reets or perish 
by slow torture. How could be ever tbink tbat sbe wonld con- 
sent to sneb a scbeme ? Indeed, sbe never wonld ; sbe bad 
brongbt enougb tronble on him already. But oh, sbe blessed 
bim for tbat letter. How deeply must be love ber wben ho 
conld offer to do tbis for her sake ! 

Hark! tbe childrcn were waiting; sbe must go and teach. 
Tbe letter, Geoffrey^s dcar letter, could be answered in tbe af- 
ternoon. So sbe thrnst it in ber bi*east witb tbe otbcr, but closer 
to her heart, and went. 

Tbat aftcmoon as Mr. Granger, in a happy frame of mind — 
for, were not bis debts paid, and had be not found a most con- 
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Tf ic«l WW/ of profHiig aguMl fatm 
pcMedUj €iigi0ed ia eovtcaipbtiiig hb tto^ over the gite of 
bb liltle Imi-lMnldiiigi, ke va» maA wtowbhcd nddeftlj to 
dbeoirer 0«cb Dtaffin at kb dbov. 

«'Howdofoado,lfr.Darkariie«id; ** how qoieü j 700 
nmsi Bara coim. 

'«Tc%'*aasv€fadOvea,aliKBtij. "* The £Kt b,I lia?a fol- 
iowed joa baeaote I waai to ipeak to f 00 aloaa qoita aJoocL** 

''ladced.lfr.DiBfb»— wdUIanatyoor MTTbe. What b 
wfoa g l Toa doa*t look rerj wdL** 

''Ok, I am qoite wcil, tkaak yoo. I aefcr wat better, aod 
tkere's aotbiag w r o a^ BoCkia|^ at alL ETerjthiag b going to 
be rigkt aow ; I kaow tkat fall tardy." 

«* ladeed," taal Mr. Gfaager, i^a lookii^ ^i him with a 
posied air, **' aad wkat aiaj joo waat to tee me abootf Not 
bot wkat I am alwayt at joor lerrieey at joo know,** be added, 
apofofetacallj. 

** Tkn^** ke aaswefed, laddcalj aeszing tke dergjmaa bj tke 
eoat ia a waj tkat made kim itart. 

** Wkat — my eoat, do yoo aieaa f 

** DoB*t be to foolbb. Mr. Gruiger. No, aboot Beairice." 

''Ok, iadeed. Mr. Danei. Notkiog wrong at tke aekool, I 
kopef I tkiak tkat tke doet lier dotiet to tke tttitfaetioo of 
tke eommittee, tkoagk I admit tkat tke aritkmeiic — ** 

^'No, 00, DO ! It ito*t aboot tbe tekooL I doo*t witk ker 
to go to tbe tekool aay more. I lore ker, Mr.Gnmger, I lore 
ker dearly, aod I waat to marry ker.** 

Tke old maa flotked witk pieatore. Wat it poariblef Did 
ke kear arigktf Owea Dariet, tke rickest man io tkat part of 
Walet, waoted to marry kb daogkter, wko kad notkiog bot ber 
beutty. It mott be too good to be tme ! 

**I am indeed iUttered,** be taid. ** It b more tban tbe eoold 
ezpeei — oot bot wbat Beatrioe b rery good-looking and Tety 
elerer,** be added, battily, fearing lett be wat detraeting from 
kb daogktcr^t market Taloe. 

''Oood-looking — óe9V\ tke b an angd,** mormared Owen. 
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^Oli ycsy of coone sho is," said her father, '^Uuit iii if a 
woman — ^yes, of coane — and wbat ia more, I think ske'a Torj 
fond of joa. I think ahe ia pining for you. Tto thooglii ao 
for a long time." 

'*I8 tbeP said Oiren, anziooslj; ^ thcn all I have to saj ia 
that shc takes a yeiy cnrions way of ahowing ik She won*i 
have a word to say to me ; she pots me off on efoiy occaaiou. 
Bat it will be all right now — all right now." 

" Oh, there, there, Mr. Davies l maids will be miüds untU they 
are wives. We know all abont that,** aaid Mr. GFanger, aenten- 
tiously. 

His woald-bo son-in-law looked as thongh he knew Tery littla 
abont it indeed, thongh the inferenco was snfficiently obviona. 

*' Mr. Granger," he said, seizing his hand, ^ I want to make 
her my wifc — I do indeed." 

*' Wcll, I did not snppose otherwise, Mr. Davies." 

** If yon help me in this I will do whatevcr yoa like as to 
money-matters and that sort of thing, yon know. She shall 
have as fine a settlemcnt as any woman in Wales. I know that 
goes a long way with a father, and I shall raise no di£Scal- 
tics." 

" Vcry right and proper, I am snre," said Mr. Granger, adopt- 
ing a loftier tone, as he discovercd the advantages of his posi- 
tion. *' Bat of conrse on snch niatters I shall take the advice 
of a lawyer. I dare say that Mr. Bingham wonld advise me," 
he added, '* as a f riend of the family, yoa know. He*s a vcry 
clever lawyer, and, besides, he wonldn^t charge anything." 

" Oh no, not Mr. Bingham," answcred Owen, anxiously. " Fll 
do anything yon like, or, if you wisli to have a lawyer, Fll pay 
the bill myself. Bot ncver niind abont that now. Let ns set- 
tle it with Bcatricc first Come ttiong at once."* 

*' £h, bnt hadn't yoa bcttcr arrangc that part of the bnsincss 
privately ?" 

'* No, no. Shc always snobs me whcn I try to spcak to her 
alone. Yoa had better bc there, and Miss Ëlizabeth too, if she 
likes. I won^t speak to her again alone. I will speak to her 
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in tbe ftco of Ood and man, as God diroctod me to do, and then 
it will be all right— I know it wilL" 

Mr. Granger atared at him. He was a clergyman of a rerj 
practical sort, and did oot qnite see wliat the Power al>oyo bad 
to do with Ovrtn Davies*s matrimonial intentionSb 

'' Ah, well/* ho said, '* I see wbat yoa meao ; marriages are 
made in hcavon ; jes, of conrse. Well, if jon want to get on 
with the matter, I dare say tliat wo shall find Beatrioe in.*' 

So they walkcd back to the Vicarage, Mr. Orangcr exnltani 
and yet perplexed, for it stmck him tb?t tbere was something 
a little odd abont the proceeding, and Owcn Davies in silonce 
or mnttering occasionally to himself. 
In the sitttng-room thoy fonnd ElizalMftli. 
** Whore w Beatrice f' asked her fatbcr. 
^ I don*t know,'* sho answored ; and at that moment Bea- 
trice, pale and troubled, walkcd into tbc room like a lamb to 
tbe slaughter. 

*' Ah, Beatrice,** said her fatlior, ** we wero jast asking for 
yon.** 

Sbe gUnccd ronnd, and instantly, witb the qnick wit of n 
bnnted animal, perceivcd that some now danger threatened her. 
'* Indeed,** sbe said, sinking into a cbair in an acccss of fee- 
bleness bom of fear. ^ What is it, fatberP 

Mr. Granger lookcd at Owcn Davies and thcn took a step 
towards the door. It stmck him forcibly tbat this sccno shonld 
be private to the two persons principally concemed. 

"Don't go," said Owcn Davies, cxcitedly; "don'tgo, cither of 
yon ; what I have to say bad botter be said before yon both. I 
ahoald like to say it before the whole woHd, to cry it from tho 
roonntain-tops.** 

Elizabetb glarcd at him ficreely — glarcd first at bim and then 
at tbc innocent Beatrice Conld he be going to propose to her 
then f Ah, why had sbe hcsitated ? Wby had sbe not told 
him the wholo trath before! Bat the heart of Beatrice, who 
sat momentarily expecUng to bc pnblicly denonnced, grew ever 
fainter. The waters of desolation were closing in over her sonL 
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Mr. Qnxkga Mt down finnly, and workod bimaelf . into tiie 
seat of bis chai^as thoogh to aecare an additional fiiadnen 
of tenare. Elizaboth set her teeth^and leaned her elbow.on 
the tabic, bolding her band ao aa to shade her face. Bcatriea 
droopcd upon her seat like a fading lilj^ or a priaoncr in the 
doek. Sbe was opposite to them, and Owen Dafies, bia face 
aiigbt with wild entbnsiasm, stood np and addrossed tbem all 
like the counsel for the prosecntion. 

^ Last autnmn/' be bcgan, speaking to Mr. Granger, who might 
have been a jndgc, nncertain as to the nierita of the caee» **! 
asked yoar dangbtcr Beatrice to marrj me." 

Beatrice gave a sigb, and collected her scattcred energiea. 
The storm bad bnrst at last, and sbe must face it 

" I asked her to marrj me, and sbe told me to wait a year. 
I have waited as long as I conld, but I conld not wait the whole 
year. I have prayed a grcat deal, and I am bidden to speak." 

Elizabetb made a gestnre of impatience. Sbe was a person 
of streng common-sense, and tbis mixture of religiën and eroti- 
cism disgusted her. Sho also knew that the storm bad bnrst» 
and tbat she must face it 

** So I come to teil jou tbat I love yonr daugbtcr Beatrice, 
and want to mako her my wife. I have never loved anybody 
else, but I have lovcd her for years, and I ask your consent" 

'* Very fiattering, vcry fiattering, I am surc, espccially in these 
bard times," said Mr. Granger, apologetically, shaking bia tbin 
bair down over bis forebead, and tbcn rnmpling it np again« 
*' But JOU see, Mr. Davies, you don't want to, marry me " (here 
Beatrice smiled faintly), '* you want to marry my dangbtcr, so 
you liad bettcr ask her direct — at least I sappose so." 

Elizabeth made a movement as tbongb to speak, tbcn changcd 
ber mind and listencd. 

" Beatrice," said Owen Davies, " you hcar. I ask you to mar- 
ry me." 

Tberc was a pause. Beatrice, wbo bad sat quite silent, was 
gatbering up ber strength to answer. Elizabetb, watcbing ber 
from beneath ber band, thougbt tbat sbe read upon ber face 




I v-jI é« 'iL Lijtca. Ovca IXiTieii^ 
h» mSÊ t&cfe * — tmd tbc poUted at ber 



**! ffcaOj éM*i lilt itrm \'^puf«d Mr. Gru^cr, «bile Owea 
loobed nmsd vu£j, aai DeflCr» nmk W Iwad spoo ber breart^ 
«*Tbem I «ü óp«M.*ia^ EiaLecKttüi p>ioUo; st ber 
mter. '^Sk it GeoCrer Bo^Iim's «uitfraiL Oo tbe o%bt 
of WhhrSmmÓMw h/tL mt rmt htm bed aad wtni into bis rooin 
at oae ia tbc Moraia^ I mv ber vhb bt owq ejciw Afler- 
waids ibc va» brovgbt &aek t» ber bed ia bb armt— I tav it 
witb Bf o va cjca— a^l I bcard biai kits ber.** (Tbis vat a pieee 
of em bto t d erT os E«iflibeCa'§ part. ƒ '^Sbe is bis lorer, aod bas 
beea ia lore vitb btai for to^jmÜA I teil joa tbis, Owen Da- 
▼ie% b aeaaif, tboag b I eaaaoC fccar to briB;^ disgrace opon oar 
aame^ aad to deile asj lipt vitb toeb a Ule, aettber cao I bear 
tbat joa sboald narrj a pH, belaeriag ber to bc good, wbco sbe 
ia wbat B e a tiic a is.** 

^ Tbes I visb to God tbat joa bad beJd joor wicked toogoe,** 
aaid Mr. Graager, iered j. 

''No, Catber. I bare a dotj to perform, and I will perform 
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it at «ny cost, «nd bowover mnch it pains me. Toa know tliai 
what I say is tnie. Toa heard the Doiae on the otght of Wbii* 
Sondaj, and got ap to sce what it was. Toq saw the white 
figaro in the passage — it was Geoffrey Bingharo with Beatcieo 
in his armSb Ah ! well roaj she hang her head. Let her denj 
it if she can. Let her deny that she loves him to her sfaamey 
and that she was alone in his room on that niglit.** 

Then Beatrice rosé and spoke. She was pale as deatb, and 
more beaatifnl in her shame and her despair than over she had 
been before ; her glorions eyes shone, and there were deep black 
lines beneath tbem. 

'* My hcart is my own,** she said, *' and I will make no an- 
swer to yoa about it. Think what yoa will. For the rest» it ia 
not trne. I am not what Elizabeth tells yon that I am. I am 
not Oeoffrey Bingharo's mistress. It is trne that I was in his 
room that night, and it is tnie that he carried nio back to my 
own ; bat it was in my sleep that I went there, not of my own 
frce-will. I awoko there, and faintcd when I woke, and then at 
once ho borc me back." 

Elizabeth laaghed shrill and lood— it sounded like the cackle 
of a ficnd. 

^* In her slccp,*^ she said ; *' oh, she wont there in her sleep P 

*' Ycs, Elizabeth, in my sleep. You do not believe me, bat it is 
trne. Yoa do not wisli to believe me. Yon wish to bring the 
sister, whoro yoa sliould lovc, who lias never offendcd against 
you by act or word, to nttcr disgrace and min ; in yoar cowardly 
spite, yoo have wrilten anonyraons letters to Lady Ilonoria Bing- 
ham, to prevail apoh her to strike tlic blow that shoold destroy 
her hasband and myself ; and when yon fear that this has 
failcd, yon comc forward and openly accusc us. Yoa do this in 
the name of Cliristian daty, in the name of love and charity; yoa 
believe the worst, and seek to ruin us. Sliame on yon, Elizabeth ! 
shame on you ! and may the samc measnre that yon have meted 
out to me never bc paid back to yoo. We are no longer sisters. 
Whatevcr happens, I have donc with you. 60 yonr ways." 

Elizabeth shrank and qnailed beneath her sister's scom. Eren 
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her Teooiiioos haticd epold noi bear op i^ost the flash of 
thoee rojal eje%«id the mmjcsty of that ootrigcd inoocenee. 
Sbe gÊsped aod hit her lip tin the Uood tUuied, hot she süd 
nothiog. 

Then Beatriee toroed to her fither, jwd tpokein Juiotber«id 
a pleodiog roiee. •tretehiog oot her mos towards bim. 

^Oh,father,*'shenid,*'atlettttell nieth«t joo heliere oie. 
Thoogh f oo vèmj thtnk that I migbt lore to all extreoieti sore- 
Ij» haring koovn me lo manr year% yoo canoot thiok that I 
voold lie» eren for mj lore*t edbe.** 
The okl man looked wildij roond and tbook bis head. 
** In his room and io his arms,** he said. ** I saw it, it seems. 
Yoo, too, vho hare nerer been koowo to walk in joor sleep 
f rom a child ; and joo will not sar that yoo do oot lore bim— 
the seoondrel! It is wieked of Elizabeth — ^jealoosy bitter as 
the grare! It ia wieked of her to tdl tlie tale; hot as it is told, 
how ean I say that I do not heliere itT 

Then Beatriee, her cop being foll, ooce more dropped her 
head and tomed to n^o. 

''Stop r*8aid Oweo Daries, in a boarM roioe, and spcakiog for 
the fint time. " Hear wbat / bare to say.** 

Sbe lifted her eyea. ** With yoo. Mr. Daries, I hare notbing 
to do ; I am not answerable to yoo. Go aod help yoor aoeoro- 
plice,** and she poioted to Elizabeth, ** to cry tbis scaodal orcr 
the whole world.** 

''Stopr lie aaid agaio. ''I will Rpeak. I heliere that it 
is troe. I heliere tliat yoo are Geoffrey 6iogluun*s mistress, 
eorse him! bot I do oot care I am still williog to marry 
yoo.** 

Elixaheth gasped. Was tbis to bo tbe end of her scheroingf 
Woold tbc blind passion of tbis madroan prerail orer her rere» 
bitions, and Beatrice sUIl beeome bis rich and booored wife, 
while she was left poor and disgraoed f Oh, it was moostroos ! 
Oh, sbe bad nerer dreamed of tbis ! 

^ Noble, noble T mormnrcd Mr. Graoger ; ^ ooble ! God lAtm 
yooT 
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So tlie position was not mltogctber beyond reeofery. Hb 
ening daoghtcr might still be- splondidly mmrried ; he migfat 
still look forward to pcace and wcaith in hU old age. 

Only Beatrice smilcd faintly. 

'' I thank yon/' she aaid. ^ I am mach honored, bat I eoald 
nevcr have married yoa becanse I do not lo?e yoo. Toa mast 
understand me rery Httle if yoa thiak tbat I shoold be the 
more ready to do so on account of the daoger io which I stand ;** 
and she ceased. - 

*' Listen, Beatrice,'' Owen went on, aa evil light sbining on 
bis heavy face, while Elizabeth sat astoanded, scarcely ablo to 
believe her ears. ^' I want yon, and I mean to marry yoa ; yoa 
are more to me than all the world. I can give yoa everything, 
and yon had better yield to me, and yoa shall hear no more of 
all this. Bat if you won*t, thon this is what I will do : I will 
bc revcngcd npon you— terribly revcnged T* 

Beatrice shook her head and smiled again, as thongh to bid 
him do his worst 

* '* And look, Beatrice,'' he went on, waxing alraost cloqnent in 
his jealons despair, '* I have anothcr argnment to ni^ on yoo. 
I will not only be rcvengcd on yoa, I will be revcnged npon 
yonr lover — on this Grcoffrey Bingham.'' 

*' Oh P* said Beatrice, sharply, likc one in pmn. Ile had 
foand the way to move her now, and with the cunning of semi- 
madncss bc drovc the point home. 

" Yes, yon may start — I will. I teil yon that I will never 
rest till I havo rnincd him ; and I am lïch and jcau do it. I 
have a hnndred thonsand ponnds that I will spend on doing it. 
I have nothing to fcar except an action for libel. Oh, I am 
not a fooi, thongh yon think I ara, I know. Well, I can pay 
for a dozen actions. Tbere are papers in London that will be 
glad to pnblish all this — ^yes, the wbole story — with plans and 
pictnrcs too. Jnst think, Beatrice, what it will be when all 
England — yes, and all the world — is gloating over yonr shame, 
and half a dozen prints are using the thing for party pnrposes, 
clamoring for the disgrace of the man who ruined yon, and 
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wbom yóa will raio. Hè haê a fibo caroer; it'shall bo dttorly 
dottrojcd. Bj Gk>d 1 I will hont him to hïs grave, odIms yoa 
proniiae to marry me, Beatrice. Do that» and not a word bf 
thU tball be said. Now answar." 

Mr.Graiigor sank back in hb ohair; ibis savago play of ba- 
mail paBstons was altogetber beyond b\s experieoce — ^it Ofer-' 
wbdmed bim. As for Elisabetb, sbe bit ber tfain fiogers, and 
glared from ono to tbe otber. "He reckoos witboat roe," sho 
tboogbt " Ho reokons witboat roe. I will marry bim yet** 

Bat Beatrice leaned for a moment against the wal! and sbnt 
ber eyes to tbink. Ob, sbe saw it all — ^tbe great posters witb 
ber name and Geoffrey's on tbem, the sbameleas pictares of ber 
in bis arms, the sickening details, the letters of the oatraged 
roatrons, tbc " Motbers of ten,'' and tbe moral-minded oolonels 
. — all, all ! She beard tbe prnrient scream of every male Elia- 
abetb in Bngland ; tbe allnsibns in tbe Honse — tbe joen, tbo 
bitter attacks of enemies and rivale Then Lady Honoria wonld 
begin ber snit, and it woald all be dragged np af rosli, and Oèof- 
frey's faalt woald be on every lip, till be was ruined. For ber- 
self sbe did not care, bat coald she bring this on one wboso 
only crime was tbat she bad leamed to tove bim f No, no ! bot 
noitber coald sbe marry this hatefal man. And yot wbat ot- 
capé was tbere f She flnng heraelf apon hor woman's wit, and 
it did not fail ber. In a feir seconds she had tboaght it all 
oat and made np her inind. 

^How can I answer yoa at a moment's notice. Mr. Davies r* 
sbe said. " I most havo time to think it o?or. To tbreaton sneb 
revengo apon roe is not manly ; bat I know tbat yoa love ino, 
and tberefore I excnse ik Still, I roast havo Urae. I am oon^ 
fosed.'' 

** Wbat, anothor ycarf No, no,'* be said. " Yoa mast an*- 
swer.** 

" I do not ask a year or a montli. I only ask for one week. 
If yoa will not give me tbat, then I will defy you, and you mar 
do yonr worst I cannot answer now.'' 
This was a bold strok^ bnt it told. Mr. Davies besitated. 
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** Qive the girl a week,'' said her fathèr to him. ** She is not 
henelf." 

^ Very well ; one week, no morey'' siiid he. 

''I hare another aüpolalion to make,'' said Beatrioe. ** Toa 
are all to swear to roe that f or that week no word of this will 
pass yoór roonths ; that for that week I shall not be annoyed or 
interfered with, or spoken to on the sabject — ^not by one of yon.. 
If at the end of it I still refnse to accept yonr tmns, yon can 
do yonr worst, bnt till then yon mnst hold yonr hand." 

Owen Davies hesitated ; he was snspicions. 

*'Rcmember/'she went on, raising her Toice,^ I am a des- 
perate woman. I may turn at bay, and do something which you 
do not expect, and that will be very little to the ad?antage of 
any of yon. Do yon swearP 

"Yes^'^sMdOwenDavies. 

Then Beatrice lookèd at £lizabeth,and Elisabcth looked at her. 
She saw that the matter had taken a new form. She saw, what 
her jealons f olly had hiddcn f rom her bef ore, that Beatrice did not 
mean to marry Owen Davies, that she was merely gaining time to 
cxecnte soroe parpose of her own. What this might be Êlizabeth 
carcd little, so that it did not ntterly extingnish chances that at 
the moment seemed faint enongh. She did not want to pnsh 
matters against her sister, or her lover, Oeoffrcy, beyond the 
bonndary of her own interests. Beatrice shonld have her week, 
and be free from all interfercncc so far as she was conccmed. 
She realized, now that it was too late, how great had been her 
crror. Oh, if only she had soaght Beatrice's confidence at first ! 
But it had seemed to her impossible that she would rcally 
throw away sach an opportanity in lifc. 

*' Certainly I promise, Beatrice," she said, mildly. '* I do 
not swear, for ' swear not at all,' you know. I only did ;what I 
thought my duty in waming Mr. Davies. ïf he chooses to go 
on witli the matter, it is no affair of mine. I had no wish to 
hurt you or Mr. Bingham. I actcd solely from my religieus 
cónvictions." 

^ Oh, stop talking religiën, Êlizabeth, and practise it a little 
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more F* said her father, for onco in his lifo stirrod ooi of bis teMt 
•elfisbness. *' Wo have all nndertaken to keep oor moatha acaled 
for this week.^ 

Then Beatrice left the room, and af ter her wentOwon Ikfies 
witbont another word. 

*' Elixabeth/' said her father, riting, ''yoa are a wicked wom- 
an I What did yoa do this for T' 

^Do yoa want to know, father T the said, coolly ; '^theii I 
wUl tdi yoo. Becaose I mean to marry Owen Da?ies royself. 
We mast all look after oortelves in this world, yoo know ; aiMi 
thai is a maxiro whieh yoa oever foiget, for one. I mean to 
niarry liim ; and thoagh I seem to have failed, marry him I 
will yet I And oow yoa koow all aboot it, aod if yoa are nol 
a fooi, yoa will hold yoar toogaeand let me beP and she went 
also, loaving him alone. 

Mr. Orangor held op his bands in astonishment Ue was a 
selfish, rooney*seeking old man, bot he feit that he did oot de> 
sonre to have sacli a daoghtcr as this. 
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GHAFTER XXVI. 

WH AT BSATBICS 8 WO EB. 

. Bbatbicb weot to her room, bnt the atmoq>horo of the phce 
aeemed to stifle her. Her brain was reeling; ahe most go ooi 
into the air — away from her tormentora. She had nol yet an- 
swered Geoffrey'a letter, and it mast be anawered by thia post, 
for thero was Done on Sanday. It was half -past foor — ^tho 
post went oot at five ; if she was going to write she shoold do 
so at oncc, bot she coold not do so here. Besides, she most 
find time for thooght. Ah, she had it ; she woold take her 
eanoe and paddie across the bay to the littlo town of Goed, and 
write her letter thcre. The post did not leave Coed tUl half- 
past six. She pot on her hai and jacket, and taking a stamp, a 
sheet of paper, and an cnvelope with her, slipped qoictly from 
the hoose down to old Edward's boat-hoose, whcre the eanoe 
was kept Old Edward was not thcre himself, bot bis son was, 
a boy of foortecn, and by bis help Beatrice was soon safely 
laonched. The sea glittcrcd like glass, and, toming sooth- 
ward, presently she was paddling roond the shore of tho isl- 
and on which the CasUe stood towards the open bay. 

As she paddled her mind clearcd, and she was able to con- 
sider tbc position. It was bad enoogh. She saw no light; 
darkncss licmmed her in. Bnt at least she had a week bef ore 
her, and mcanwbile what shoold she write to Geoffrcy f 

Then, as she thooght, a grcat temptation assailcd Beatrice, and 
for the first tirae her reaolotion wavered. Why shoold she not 
accept bis offer and go away with him — far away from all tbis 
misery? Gladly would she give her life to spend one short 
year at bis dear side. She had bot to say tbe word, and he 
woold take her to him, and in a month from now tbey woold 
be together in some forcign land, coonting tbc world wcll lost» 
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«8 he bad aaid. Doobtlcss io time Lady HonorU woold gct a 
4i?orce, and tbey miglit be married. A day migbt evea coipo 
wben all tbis woald Becm like a forgotten nigbt of storm and 
fear ; wben, rarrooDdcd by tbe cbildren of tbeir love, tbey woold 
wend peaceably, bapjpily, tbroogb tbc cTeniDg of tbeir daya, tow* 
ards a boomo robbed of balf its terrors by tbe fact tbat tliey 
woold cross it band ia band. 

Ohy tbat woüld be well for ber, bat woald it bo well for him f 
Wben ibo first montbs of i>a88ion bad passed by, woald be not 
begin to tbink of all tliat be bad tbrown away for tbe sa^o of 
a woman*8 lovet Wonld not tbe barst of sbame aod obloquy 
wbicb woald follow bim to tbe remotest corners of tbo earth 
wear away bis affection, till at last, as Lady Honoria said, be 
leamed to carso and bate ber. And if it did not — if ho still 
lo?ed bor tbrongb it all — as, being wbat be was, be well migbt 
do— conld sbe be tbe one to bring tbis min on bim t Oh, it 
wonld bave boen more kind to let bim drown on tbat night of 
storm, wben fate first brongbt tbem togetber to tbeir nndoing. 

No, no ; once and for all, once and f orever, sbe wonld noi do 
it Crael as was ber strait, beavy as was ber barden, not one 
featbcr's weigbt of it sboald be carry, if by any mcans in her 
poor power sbe conld bold it from bis back. Sbe wonld not 
even teil bim of wbat bad passed — at any rate, not now. It 
wonld distress bim ; be migbt take somo desperate step ; it 
was almost certain tbat be woald do so. Jler answer mast bo 
?ery short 

Sbe was qnite close to Coed now, and tbe water lay calm as 
a pond. So calm was it tbat sbe drew tbe sheet of paper and 
tbe en?elope from her pocket, and leaning forward, rested thera 
on tbe arcbed co?ering of tbe canoe, and pencilled tboso words 
wbicb wc havo already read. 

"No, dear Oeoffrey. Tbings mast take tbeir coarse. — B.** 

Tbas sbe wrote. Then sbe paddled to the shore. A fisher- 
man standing on tbo beach canght her canoe and palled it op. 
Leaving it in bb charge, sbe went into tbe qnaint little town, 
directed and postod her letter, and bonght some wool. It was 
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an excnse for having been therê, sboold any one ttk qneatioUb 
After tbat she retarned to her canoe. Tbe fisbermab was atand- 
ing bj it Sbe offered bim sixpence for bis troable, bat be 
woald Dot take it 

* " Noy miss," be aaid, ^ tbankiog yoa kindly — ^bot wo doD*i 
often gei a peep at sacb sweet looka. It'a wortb aixpenoe to 
8oe yoa, it is. Bat, miss, if I may mako so bold as to say so, it 
isn't safe for yoa to cmtso aboat io tbat craft; aoy ways, not 
alonc** 

Beatrice tbanked bim, and blasbed a little. Yagaely it oo- 
carrcd to ber tbat sbe mast bave more tban a commoo share of 
beaaty, wbeo a roogb man could be so imprcssed witb it Tbat 
was wbat men loved women for, tbeir beaaty — as Owen Da?ies 
]o?ed and desired ber for tbis same caase, and ibis only. 

Perbaps it was tbe same witb Oeoffrey f — no, sbe did not be- 
lie?e it Ho lo?ed ber for otber tbings besides ber looks; only 
if sbe bad not been beaatif nl, perbaps be woold not bave begnn 
to Jove ber, so sbe was tbankfal to ber eyes and bair and form. 

Coald folly and infataation go fnrtbert Tbis woman, in tbe 
darkest boar of ber bottomless and nnboriaoned despair, witb 
conscience gnawing at ber bcart, witb present roisery pressing 
on ber breast, and sbame to come banging over ber like a tbun- 
der^Ioad, conld yet feel tbankfal tbat sbe bad won tbis barren 
love, tbe spring of all ber woe. Or was ber folly deep wisdom 
in disgnise ? is tbere sometbing divine in a passion tbat can so 
override and defy tbe worst agonies of life ? 

Sbe was at sea again now, and evening was falling on tho 
waters sof tly as a dream. Well, tbe letter was posted. Woald 
it be tbe last, sbe wondered. It seemed as tbongb sbe mast 
writc no more letters. And wbat was to be done 9 Sbe woald 
not roarry Owen Davies — never wonld sbe do it Sbe conld 
not so sbamelessly violate ber feelings, for Beatrice was a wom- 
an to wbora deatb woald be preferable to disbonor, bowever 
Icgal. No, for ber own sake sbe wonld not be soiled witb tbat 
disgrace. Did sbe do tbis sbe wonld bold berself tbp vilest of 
tbe vilc. And still less wonld sbe do it for Gcdffirey*a sake. 
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Her iostineitold bcr what lie woald fod at sach a tbing, Uioiigh 
be might nerer ny a word. Sarelj he woold loathe and do- 
ïïpm her. No^ that idea was done with — atterly done with. 

Then what lemained to hert She woald not fly with Oeof- 
frey, uoce to do ao woold be to raio him. She would not mar- 
ry Owen, and not to do ao woold still be to min Oeoffrey. She 
was no fooi, she was ionocent in act, bot she kncw that her in- 
Dooenoe wonld indeed be hard to pro?e; even her own father 
did not believe in it, and her sister woold openly aocose her to 
the worid. What, then, shoold she do t Shoold she hide her- 
self in some remote, haif-civiÜKd place, or in London t It was 
impossible; she had no money, and no means of getting any. 
Besides, tbey wonld bont her oot; both Owen Devies and 
Geoffrey woold track her to the farthest limits of the earth. 
And woold not the former think that Oeoffrey had spirited her 
away, and at onco pnt bis threats into execotion t Obvioosly 
be woold. There was no hope in that direction. Soroe othcr 
plan most be foond, or her lover woold still be roinod. 

80 aigoed Beatrice, still thinking not of heraelf, bot of him, 
of that beloved one who was more to her than all the worid — 
more, a thoosand times, tban her own safety or well-being. 
Perbaps she overrated the matter. Owen Davies, Lady Honoria, 
and even Elizabetb roiglit have done all tbey threatenod ; the 
first of tbcm, perbaps the first two of them, certainly woold havo 
done so. Bot still Oeoffrey migbt hare escaped destroction. 
Poblic opinion, or the sonnder part of it, is sensibly enongh bard 
to.move in soch a matter, especially when the person said to 
have been wronged is beart and sool on the sidoof him wbo 
is sMd to have wronged ber. 

Moreover, thero might have been ways oot of it, of which she 
knew noihing. Bot sorroonded $m she was by tbreatoning pow- 
er»— >by Lady Honoria tbreatening acUons in the coorts on pno 
nde, by Owen Davies tbreatening jexposoro on another, by Elix- 
abeth ready and willing to give the most damning evidence on 
the tbird, to Beatrice Uie worst conseqoences seemed an abso> 
Intely necessary seqoence. Then thero was her own consdence 
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«mycd; against her. Tbia |Murtica1ar chaige .was a He, bot ft 
was.not a He that she lo?ed Geofiroy, und to her the two things 
seemed very mach the samo thipg. Ilers was. Dot a .mlnd to 
draw fine distinctioDS in such matters. Se potuii ui emlpaït' 
lem : sbe "placed hersélf as gnilty»'' as the old coort rolls pot 
it ia roiserable Latio, and this sense of gailt disanned her. She 
did.notrealize the enonnoqs differcnce rccognizod by the vhole 
civilized world bctween thonght and act, betwcen disposing 
mind and incnlpating deed. Beatrice looked at the question 
more f rom the scriptnral point of ?iew, remcfnbering that in the 
Bible. sneb fine divisions are.expressly stated to be distinctions 
witbont a difiference. 

. Had sbe gone to.(jeo£Eroy and told bim her wholo story it 
is probable tbat.he woald have dcfied the entire thing, faced 
it ónt, and possibly come off Tictörions. . Bot with that dcadly 
rcticence of which women alone are^capable, .this she did notand 
woald not do. . Sweet loving.wopaan that ^be was, sbe woald 
not barden bim with her. sorrows, sbe .woald bcar tliem alone 
— little reckoning that. thereby sbe was. laying .np n f ar, f ar 
heavier load for bim to carry tbroagb all bis.days. 
. So Beatrice accepted tbo statements of the plaintifiTs attomcy 
for gospel tratb, and f rom that falso. stand-point sbe drcw her 
angnrics. . 

. Ob, sbe was wcary ! How lovely was tbc falling. niglit ! sco 
bow it brooded on tbc seas ! and how clear wcre tbc waters !^- 
tbcre a fish passcd by. her paddlc — and tbcre tbc first star sprang, 
into tbo sky. If only Gcoffrey were bcre to see it with her l 
Gcoffrey ! she bad lost bim ; sbe was alone in tbc world. now — 
alone' with the sea and tbc stars. Wcll, tbcy . were bettcr thao 
men — bctter tban all men exccpt onc Tbeirs ivas a divine 
coropanionship, and itsoothed her. Ab,bow hateful bad beea 
£lizabetb*s face ! more hatefnl even tban tbc balf-<;nized canning. 
of Owcn Dayies, wben sbe stretcbcd her band towards her and 
callcd her "a scarlet woman V' . It was so likcElizabetb^mix-i 
in^r np Bible terma with her accusation. And, aftcr al^.prTbaps 
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Itwastroe. WhatwMitf-T^'Thoiigh.thyfttinb^aiiacark^^et 
•ball tbej be m white iis soow." Bat that was onlj if ooe re- 
peDtad. She did Dot repent^ not iii. the leasL ConacieDoe» it U 
troe, leproaehed her with a breeeh of temporal and hifinan Uw, 
bot her heait cried that soeh lo?e m she had gtjen was im- 
mortal and dinney thereforo aat bejoad the little bpoads of tiino 
and man. At any rate, she loved Oeoffrey, and was prood and 
gUMl to lore him. The circa.mstAOces were anfortoDate, bat she 
4id notjnake the world or its tocjal arraogeroents any roore than 
she bad made heraelf, and she ^ald not help that The fact 
femaioed, right or wrong — she loTcd him ! loved him ! . 

Uow clear wero the waters! What waè that wild drcaro 
that she had dreamed abóot berself sitting at the bottom of tho 
sca, and waiting for him, till at last ho came t Sitting at tho 
boUom of the sea — why did it strike her so strangely — what 
nnfamUiar thonght did it waken in her roind t Wcll, and why 
not t It woold be pleasant there, better at any rate than on the 
earth. Bat things cannot be ended so ; one is bnrdencd with 
the flcsh, and one roost woar it till it fails. Why most shQ 
wear itt Was not the sea large enoogh to hidc lier bonest 
Look now, she had bot to slip over tho odge of the caooe, slip 
withpot a stroggle into thoso mighty arms, and in a few short 
minotes it woold all be done and gone 1 

She gasped as the thooght strook home. Bere was the an- 
swer to her qoestionings» the sarop answer that is giren to all 
homan troobling, to all earthly hopes and fcars and striringa. 
One stroke of that black koife, ^xkd every thing woold be lost or 
foond. Woold it be so great a thing to girc her life for Oeof- 
f rey t Why, she had wellnigh done as moph when she had known 
him bot an hoor, and now that he was all in lUI, oh, woold it bq 
sp groat a thing t If she dicd — died seeretly, swiftly, sorely — 
Oeoffrey woold be sared; they woold not trooble him then, 
thero woold be no one to trooble abont. Owcn Daries ooold 
not roarry her thcn, Oeoffrey coold not min himself orer 
her, Elizabcth coold porsoe her no forther. It woold be wcll 
Uy ^o this thing for Oeoffrey, and hc woqld always Ioto her. 
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and bcyond that black eiirtaiD tbere nügfat be aoiiietliiiig 
botter. 

Thej said tbat it was uu. Tea, it might be aiii to act thna 
for ooe*8 self alono; bat to do it for another — bow of tbatt 
Was not.tbe Savioor whom tbey preacbed a Man of Sacrificet 
Woold it be a sio in ber to die for QeöSioj^ to sacrifice bersdf 
tbat Oeoffrej migbt go f reo t 

Oby it woald bo no great merit Her life was not ao easj 
tbat abo sboald fear tbb pare embrace. It woobl be better, 
far better, than to mariy Owea Da?ie8^ tban to deaeerate théir 
loTc and teacb Oeoffrey to despise ber. And bow dse ooold 
sbe ward tbis troable froni bim except by ber deatb, or by a 
marriage tbat in ber ejcs was more dreadfal tban any death t 

Sbo coald not do it yet Sbe coald not die nntil sbe bad 
once more seen bis face, even tboagb be did not see bera. No^ 
not to-nigbt would sbe seek tbis swif t solntion. Sbe bad words 
to say — or words to write — bef ore tbe end. Already tbey 
rnsbed in apon ber mind ! 

Bot if no better plan presented itself sbe wonld do it, sbe 
was snre tbat sbe wonld. It was a sin — ^well, let it be a sin ; 
wbat did sbe care if sbe sinned for Grcoffrey t He wonld not 
tbink tbe worse of ber for it And sbe bad bope, yes, Oeoffrey 
bad taagbt ber to bope. If tbere was a bell, wby, it was berc 
And yet not all a heil, for in it sbe bad foand ber love. 

It grew dark ; sbe coald bear tbc wbisper of tbe waves npon 
Bryngelly beacb. It grew dark ; tbe night was closing ronnd. 
She paddled to witbin a few fatboms of tbe sbore, and callod 
in ber clear voice. 

''Ay, ay, missT aoswercd old Edward from tbe beacb. 
" Come in on tbe next wave." 

Sbe came in accordingly, and ber canoe was caogbt and 
dragged bigb and dry. 

" Wbat, Miss Beatrice," said tbe old man, sbaking bis bead 
and grnmbling, '* at it again ! Oat all alone in tbat tbing,^ and 
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lie gave tho èmioe a cóntémptooas kick» ** and in the datk, too l 
Ton want a bnsband to look after yoa, yon do. Toa*]l noTor 
lest till yon're drowned" 

*'No, Bdward,** sbo answered, with a littlo laogh. *' I don't 
toppoM tbat I sball. Tbere is no peace for tbe wicked above 
•eaSy yon know. Now, do not scold; Tho canoo is as safe as a 
cbareb in ibis weatber and in tbc bay.*' 

^Ob yes, it*s safe enongb in tbe calm and tbe bay,** be an- 
swered ; ^ bnt snppoung it sbonld conie on to blow, and soppos- 
Sng yoo sbonld drift beyond tbe sbelter of Bnmball Point tbere, 
and get tbe rollers down on yon — wby, yon wonld bo drowned 
in il?e minntes. It's wicked, miss, that's wbat it is.'* 

Beatrieo langbcd again and went 

^Sbe*8 a fnnny one, sbo is," said the old man, scratching bis 
faead as be looked after her; *'of all tbc woman folk as ever I 
knowed she is tbe mmmest I sometimes thinks sbe wants to 
get drowned. Dasb me if I baven't balf a mind to stave a hole 
in the bottoro of tbat tbcre d— d canoc, and finish it*' 

Beatrice reaobcd homo a litüe bcfore snpper-tiroe. Her first 
act was to call Betty, the serrant, and with her assistanco shift her 
bed and tbings into tbe spare room. With Elisabeth sbe wonld 
have noibing more to do. They bad slept togethér since they 
were children ; now sbe bad done with her. Then sbe went in 
to snpper, and sat tbrongb it like a statne, speaking no word. 
Her fathcr and Elisabeth kept np a strained con?ersation, bnt 
tbey did not spcak to her, or sbe to thom. Elisabeth did not 
even ask wbere sbe bad been, nor takc any noUce of her change 
of room. 

One ibing, bowc?er, Beatrice leamod. Her father was going 
on the Monday to Hcreford by an early tnun, to attend a meet- 
ing of eleigymen collected to discnss tbe tithe qnestion. Ho 
was to retnm by the last train on tho Tnesday niglit — tbat is, 
abont roidnight Beatrice now dtsco?ered tbat Elisabeth pro- 
poeed to accompany bim. Evidently sbe wisbed to see as little 
as possiblo of her sister dnring tbis week of tmce — ^possibly sbe 
a little afratd of her. Even Elisabeth might ha?e a conscience. 
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. So 8hc shotild be left alone irom MoncUj morniog lill Tum- 
daj night . One cao do a good deal in forty hoon. 

After sappcr Beatrice rosé aod left tbe room witboot a woid^ 
and thêy wcreglad wben sho irènt. She frighteoed tbem with 
her set face and great calm eyes. Bat neither apoke to tbe 
otber OD tbc. subject Tbey bad all entered into a conspiracy 
of sileoce. 

Beatrice locked ber door, and tben sat at tbc window lost in 
tboagbt Wben once tbe idea.of soicide bas entered tbe mind 
it. is apt to grow witb startling rapidity. 8be reviewed tbe 
wbole position ; sbe went over all tbe aignmentSy and searcbed 
tbe moral borizon for some feasiblo avenae of escape.; bot sbe 
coold fiod none tbat wonld save (Jeoffrey except tbis. Yea, sbe 
wóold. do it, as raany anotber wretcbed woman bad done beforo 
ber, not froin cowardice, indeed, for bad sbe alone been ;con- 
cemed sbe woold bave faced tbe tbing ont, figbting to tbe bit- 
ter end — bot for tbis reason only, it woold cot oflE tbe dangers 
wbicb tbreatcned Gleoffrcy at-tbeir very root and soorce. Of 
coorse thcre must be no scandal ; it most oever bc known tbat 
sbe bad killed berself, or sbe migbt.defeat ber own object, for 
tbe story wonld bc raked op. Bat sbe well koew bow to avoid 
SQcb a posstbility ; in her extremity Beatrice grew conning as 
a fox. Yes, and tbere roigbt be an inquest at wliicb awkward 
qoestions woold bc askcd. Bot, as sbe well knew, also, bef ore 
an inqoest cao be beid tbcre most be sometbing to bold it on, 
and tbat sometbing woold not be tbcre. 

And 80, in tbc nttcr silence of tbe nigbt and in the londiness 
of ber charober, did Beiatrice dediciate berself to sacrifice opoo 
the altar of her immeasorablo love. She woold face tbc last 
agonics of death wben tbe bloom of ber yootbfnl strengtb and 
beaoty was bot opening as a rosé in June. She wonld do 
more, sho woold brave the threatened vengeance of tbc Most 
Higb| coming before Him a sclf-mardcress, and with bot ooe 
pica for pity — tbat sbe loved so well : guia multum amavit 
Tcs, she woold do all tbis, woold lca?e the warm world io the 
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dawniog somner of hor dayt, and alooo go ooi ioto the dark — 
alono woold face ihose Tiaions which mtgfat come — thoae Shapet 
of terror, apd those Thinga of fear, that perchance may wait 
for ainfal homaoklDd. Alooe she would go — oh, haod in hand 
with hios it had been oaty, bot tbia most not be. The door of 
otter darkneat woold swing to behind her, and who coold say 
if in time to come it shoold open to C^ffrey'a following foet, 
or if ho might ever find the path that ahe had trodt It most 
be done, it shoold be done! Beatrice roso from her seat with 
brigfat eyea and qoick-coroing breath, and awore beforo Ood, 
if God there were, that ahe woold do it, trostiog to llim for 
pardon and for pity, or failing these — for sleep. 

Tes, bot first she most once more look opon (}eoffrey*s dcar 
faee — and then f arewell 1 

Pity her! poor mistaken woman, roaking of her will a Provi- 
denee, rosliing to doom. Pity her, bnt do not blaroohcr o?cr- 
moch, or if yoo do, then blamo Jodith and Jcphtha's daoghter 
and Charlotte Corday, and all the glorioos women who from 
time to time havo risen on this sordid worid of self, and gtven 
tbemaelvea as an oftering npon the altars of their love, thcir ro- 
ligion, their honor, or their coontry 1 

It waa ilnished. Now let her rest whilc sho coold, seeing. 
whaü was to oome. With a sigh for all that was, and all that 
might ha?e been, Beatrice lay down and soon slept swectly as 
achild. 
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CHAFTER XXVIL 

THS H0U8S OF 0OMMON8. 

NsxT day was Sanday. Beatrice did nol go to cborch. For 
onc thingy she feared to see Owen Danes there. Bat she took 
her Sanday-ficbool claas as usaal, and long did the children re- 
member how klod and patiënt she was with them that day, and 
how beaoUfally she told them the story of the Jewish girl of 
long ago, who went forth to die for the sake of her fatlier's oalh« 

Néarly all the rest of the day and evening she spent in writ- 
ing that which we shall read in time ; only in the late aftemoon 
she went ont for a little while in her canoe. Another thing Bea- 
trice did also: she called at the lodging of her assistant, the 
head school-tcacher, and told her it was possiblo that she wonld 
not be in her place on the Toesday (Monday was, as it ehanced, 
a holiday). If anybody inqnired as to her absence, perhaps she 
wonld kindly teil them that Miss Granger had an appointment 
.to keep, and had taken a momtng*s holiday in order to do sa 
She shonld, however, be back that aftemoon. The teacher as- 
sented without suspicion, reniarking that if Beatrice coald not 
takc a moming's holiday, sho was snro she did not know who 
coald. 

Next moming tlicy brcakfastcd vcry early, bccansc Mr. Ghin- 
gcr and Elizabeth had to catch the train. Beatrice sat through 
the meal in silence, her calm cyes looking straight before Lier, 
and the others, gazing on them, and at the lovely inscratable face, 
feit an indefinable fear creep into their hearts. What did this 
woman mean to do ? That was the qaestion they asked of them- 
selves, thongh not of each other. That she meant to do some- 
thing they were snre, for thercr was pnrposc written on erery 
line of her cold face. 
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Soddeolyi m tbey Mt thinkiog; and maldDg preteneo to eat, 
athonght flasbed like au arrow ioto Beatrioe^s hêtixi, and pieroed 
it lUs was the latt meal that tbej eoold erer take togetber, 
thit VM the latt time tbat she eoold ever aee her father^s and 
ber iiatci^s faoca. For ber nster, well, it migbt past — ^for tbere 
are tome thingt tbat ereo a womao like Beatrice cao oever qoite 
foigiTe — bot sbe loved ber fatber. Sbe loved bis very faolts; 
ereo bis sinple avariee and sdf-eeekiog bad become eodearod 
to ber by loog aod wooderiog cootetopUitioo. Besides, bo wm 
ber frtber ; be gare ber tbe Ufo sbe wm aboot to cast away ; 
aod sbe sboold nerer see bim more Not oo tbat accooot did 
sbe bcaitate io ber porposc, wbicb was oow set io ber miod, like 
Biyogdly Gastle oo its rock, bot at tbe tboogbt tears rosbed oo- 
bidden to ber eyea. 

Jost tbeo brttkfast came to an eod, aod Elixabetb borried to 
ber room to fetcb ber boooet 

Fatber,** said Beatrice, ** if yoo cao, before yoo go, I sboold 
to bear yoo say yoo do not believe tbat I told yoo wbat 
false aboot tbat story.'' 

** Eb, eb r aoswered tbe old mao, ocnroosly ! ^ I tboogbt tbat 
wc bad agreed to say ootbiog aboot tbe matter at presoot** 

** Tes, bot I sboold like to bear yoo say it, father. It cnts* 
me tbat yoo sboold tbiok tbat I woold lie to yoo, for io my lifo^ 
I bare nerer wilfolly told yoor what was oot troc ;** aod sho 
dasped ber bands aboot bis arm, and looked ioto bis face. 

He gaxed at her doobtfoUy. Was it possible tbat, after all, 
sbe was speakiog tbe trotb t No ; it was oot possible. 

** I cao*t, Beatrice,** be uai — *' oot that I blamo yoo orcr- 
mocb for tryiog to defeod yoorself ; a comered rat will show 
«gbt** 

'^May yoo oever regret those wordsT sbe said; ''aod oow 
good-bye,** aod sbe kissed bim on the forehead. 

At that momeot Elizabetb eotered, saying that it was time 
to start, and be nerer retoroed tlic kiss. 

** Oood-bye, Elizabetb,** said Beatrice, stretching oot her hani 
Bot Elizabetb affocted not to see it, and in anotbcr moment 



272 BSATRIÖS. 

iliey wero goóe. Sfao foliowed them tó Uie pite and waftt^ed 
thcm tiil thej vanislied down the róad. Then sbe letonned^ 
her heari stratiiod aïmost to bantiog ; bal she wept no tear. 

Thas didi Beatrice bid a last Tarewèll to ber fatber and sister. 

*' Elizabeth,'* said Mr. Oranger, as tbcy drew near the station, 
^' t am not easy in my thonghts abont Beatrice. Tbere was sach 
a strangé lóok in her eyes;* itr—in short^ it frightens ine. ï 
baVe half a inind to give np Hereford, and go back;** and hé 
stópped apon the road, hésitating^ 

"As yon like,** said Elisabctb, witb a sneer; *|bat I ^onld 
tliink that Beatrice is big enóngb and bad cnongb to look aftcr 

herseiL" 

, ...... 

"Bef ore the God that inade ns,'' said the old man^ f arionsly, 
and striking tbc gronnd witb bis stick, " shé niay be bad, bat 
sbe is not so bad as yon who 'betraiyed ber. If Beatrice is a 
Magdalene, you are a woman Judas ; and I bêlicvo that yoaliato 
her, and woald be glad to see her dead." 

Elizabeth made no answers Thcy were nearïng the station, 
for her father had startcd on again, and thére wére people aboat. 
Bat she looked at liiin, and he ncver forgot the look. It was 
qaite énoagh to chili him into silence, nor did be allade to the 
matter any more. 

When tliey were gone, Beatrice set abont her' öwn prepara- 
tions. Her wild porpose was to travel to London, and catcli a 
glimpse of G^ffrey's face in the Honse of Coinmons, if possi- 
ble, and then rctarn. She pnt on her bonnet and best dress ; 
the latter was very plainly made of siinplc gray cloth, hut on her 
it looked well enongh, and in the breast of it she tlifust the letter 
which she had written on the prcvions day. A small hand-bag, 
witb some sandwiches and a brnsb and comb in it, and a cloak, 
raade np tbc total of her la^age. 

The train, which did not stop at Brvngelly, left Coed at ten, 
and to Coed was an honr and a half s walk. She mast be start- 
ing. Of conrse she woald have to be absent for the'night, and 
she was sorely pazzled how to account for her absence to Betty 
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the tenrantrgirl ; ibo otben bcibg gonc, tbcre was no need to 
do 8Ó to Aoybody eUo. Bot bere f ortaoe bef ricnded bor. Wbilo 
tbe wat ibioking tbe matter over, wbo sboold eome in bot Betty 
benelf, erying. Sbe bad ja&t heard, sbo said, tbat ber little sis- 
ter, wbo li?ed witb tbeir motber at a Tillage aboot ton miles 
awaj, bad been knocked down by a cart and badly bart Migbt 
sbe go bome for tbe nigbt t Sbe coold come back on tbe mor- 
fow, and Miss Bcatrice conld get somebody in to sleep if sbe 
was lonesoroe. 

Beatrice sympatbized, demarrcd, and consented, and Betty 
started at once. As soon as sbe was gone Beatrice locked np 
tbe boose, pot tbe key in ber pocket, and started on ber five 
miles* tramp. Nobody saw ber Icave tbè boose, and sbe passed 
by a patb at tbe back of tbe Tillage, so tbat nobody saw ber on 
tbe road. Beacbing Goed Station qoite onobscnred, and just 
before tbe train was dne, sbe let down her veil, and took a tbird- 
class ticket to London. Tbis sbe was obliged to do, for hor 
stock of moncy was very sroall ; it amoontod, altogetbcr, to 
tbirty-six shillings, of wbtcb tbe fare to London and back woold 
cost ber twcnty-eight and fonrpence. 

In anotber roinote sbe bad ootered an empty carriagc, and 
tbe train bad steamed away. 

Sbe rcacbed Paddington abont eigbt tbat nigbt, and, going 
to tbe refresbment-room, dtned on some tea and bread and 
botter. Tbcn sbe wasbed ber bands, brosbed her bair, and 
started. 

Beatrice bad never boen in London before, and as soon as 
sbe ieft tbc station tbe rosb and roar of the boge city took bold 
of her and confosed her. Her idea was to walk to tbc Hooses 
of Parliamcnt at Westminster. Sbe woold, sbe thooght, be soro 
to see Oeoffrcy tbcre, becaose sbe bad boogbt a daily paper in 
wbicb sbe bad read tbat be was to bo ono of tbc speakers in a 
great debate on tbe Irisb Qoestion, wbicb was to be brodght to a 
close tbat nigbt Sbo bad been told by a f riendly porter to f ollow 
Praed Street till sbo reacbod tbe Edgwarc Road, then to walk 
on to tbc Blarble Arcb, and ask again. Beatrice foliowed tbe 
18 
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fint part of the programme^^tbat 18» she walked as f ar as the 
Edgware Boad. Then it was that confosion seiied her and sho 
stood hesitating. At this janctarey a coarse bmte of a mao 
came ap and made some remark to her. It was impossible for 
a woman like Beatrice to walk alone in the streets of London 
at night without moniDg the risk of sach atteotions. She 
tamed from him, and as she did so, heard him saj soroething 
aboot her heaaty to a fellow-Arcadiao. Close to where she 
was stood two hansom cabs. She went to the first and asked 
the driver for how mnch he woald tako her to the House of 
Commons. 

*' Two bob, miss," ho answered. 

She shook her head, and tamed to go again. She was 
afnud to spend so moch on cabe, for sho mast get back to 
Bryngelly. 

" ril take yer for eighteenpence, miss,'' called oat the other 
driver. This offer sho was abönt to accept when the first man 
intcrposed. 

. "Yoa leave my f are alone, will yort Teil yer what, miss, 
Fm a gentleman, I am, and TH take yer for a bob." 

She smiled and entered the cab. Then came a whirl of great 
gas-lit thoroughfarcs, and in a qaarter of an honr they palled 
ap at the cntrancc to the Hoase. She paid the cabraan bis 
shilling, thanked him, and entered, only once more to find her- 
self confased with a vision of white stataes, marble floors, high 
arching roofs, and harrying peoplc. An automatlc policeman 
asked hor what she wanted. Beatrice answered that she; wished 
to get into the Honse. 

*'Pass this way, then, miss — pass this way," said the aato- 
raatic officcr in a voice of brass. Sbc passed and passed and 
finally found herself in a lobby, among a crowd of people of all 
sorts— seedy political touts, Irish priests, and harrying press- 
men. At one side of the lobby were more policemen and 
messengers, who were continnally taking cards into the Hoase, 
then retnming and calling ont namcs. Insensibly she drifted 
towards these policemen. 
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** Ladica' Gkdlciyy roissP' said a voice; '*yoar order, picaao, 
thoagh I tbiok It's folL" 

Hóre wfis a fresh complication. Beatrice had no order. Sbo 
bad DO idea tbat one was necéssary. 

** I baTen't got aa order/' sbe said, faintly. ^* I did not koow 
tbat I mast bave one. Caa I not get in witbontP' 

** Moet certainly not^ miss," answered tbe voice, wbile its own- 
er, saspecUng dynamite, sarveyed ber with a cold oflBcial eye. 
^ Now make way, make way, please.** 

Beatrice's gray eyos filled with teara, aa abe tamed to go in 
bittemeaa of beart So all ber labor waa in vain, and tbat 
wbich woald be done ninat be done wltboat tbe mnte farewell 
abe aongbt Well, wben aorrow waa ao macb, wbat mattered a 
little morót Sbe tamed to go, bat not nnobaenred. A certain 
ratber yoatbfol member of Parliament, with an eye for beanty 
in diatreaa, bad boen atanding cloae to ber, talking to a conatito- 
ent Tbe constitaent had departed to wherever conatitoenta 
go— and many reaproaentativea, if aaked, woald cbeerfuHy point 
oat a locality aaitablo to tbe genoa, at leaat in tbetr jndgment 
— and tbe member bad overbeard tbe converaation and aeen 
Bcatrice'a eyea fill with teara. '' Wbat a lovely woman T ho 
bad aaid to biroaelf, and tben did wbat be aboald bave done, 
namely, lifted bia bat and inquired if, as a merober of tbe 
Honao, be coald be of any aervice to ber. Beatrice liatenod, 
and explained tbat abe waa particniarly anxiona to get into 
tbe Ladiea' Oallery. 

" I tbink tbat I can help yon, tben,*' he aaid. ** As it bap- 
pena, a lady for wbom I got an order haa telegrapbed to aay 
tbat abe cannot come. Will yon follow me? Migbt I aak yoo 
to give mo yoar name P' 

''Mra. Everaton," anawered Beatrice, taking tbo firat tbat 
came into ber bead. Thé merober looked a littlé diaappointad. 
He had vagaely boped tbat thia lovely creatare waa onappro- 
priated. Snrely her roarriage óoald not be aatiafactory, or abe 
woald not look ao aad. 

Tben came more ataira and paaaagea, and formalitiea, till 
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proBcntly Beatrico foand bendf in a kiod of bird-eage^ èrowded 
to saffocation with eveiy'sort of lady. 

** Tm af raid— -rm very mach afraid — ^ began her new-fonnd 
fricnd, sarvejiog the maas with dismaj. 

Bat at tbat moment a stoat lady in front feeling faint with 
the heat, was forced to leave the gallery, and almost before ahe 
knew where she was Beatrice was installcd in her place. Her 
f riend had bowcd and vanished, and she was Icft to all porposca 
alone, for she never heedcd those abont her, thoogh somo of 
them lookcd at her hard enoagh, wondeiing at her förm and 
beanty, and who she might be. 

She cast her eye down over the crowded Hoase, and saw 
a vision of hats, collars, and 1^^ and heard a tamolt of soands ; 
the sharp voice of a speaker who was rapidly losing his tem- 
per, thé plaadits of the Oovemment benches, the interrnptions 
from the Opposition — ycs, even yells and boots and noises that 
rominded her remotely of the crowing of cocks. Possibly, 
liad sbe thoaght of it, Beatrice woald not havo been greatly 
imprcssed with the dignity of an assembly, at the doors of 
which so roany of its members seemcd to leave their man- 
ners with their overcoats and sticks ; it might even have sag- 
gested the idea of a beaf-garden, to her mind. Bat she sim- 
ply did not think abont it She scarchcd the Hoase kéenly 
enoagh, bat it was- to find one face, and ono only — ah 1 there 
he was. 

And now the Hoase of Coromons might vanish into the bot- 
tomless abyss, and take with it the Hoase of Lords and what 
remained of the British Constitntion and she shoald never miss 
them; for, at the best of tiroes, Beatrice — ia coromoo with 
most of her sex — ia all gratitade be it said, was not an ardent 
politician. 

There G^fErey sat, his arms folded — ^his bat pnshed slightly 
from his forehead, so that she conld seo his face.. Thére was 
hor owa beloved, whom she had coroe so f ar to see, aad whom 
to-morrow she woald dare so mach to save. How sad he looked ! 
— ^he did not seem to be paying mach attention to what was 
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goiog on. 8be knew wdi onoagh that he was thinking of b^; 
abe conld feel it in her head as sbe had often feit it before. 
Bnt abe dared not let her roiod go oat to him in answer, for, if 
once abe did ao, abe koew alsQ that be wonld diacover her. So 
ahe aati and fed her eyes upon bis face» taking bef farewell of 
it, wbile ronnd her and beneath her the bnm of the Honse went 
on, as eyer-present and as nnnoticed as the ham of bces npon 
a snmmer noon. 

Preaently tlie gentleman who bad been so kind to her aat 
down in the next seat to Oeofifrey, and began to wbuper to hïm^ 
as he did so glancing once or twice towards the grating behind 
which ahe waa. Sbe gnessed that he was telling him the story 
of the lady who was so nnacconntably anxioos to bear the do- 
bate, and how pretty abe waa. Bnt it did not seem to interest 
G^fi^y mnch, and Beatrice was feroinine enongb to notice it, 
and be glad of it In her gentle jealoosy sbe did not like to 
think of G^Arey as being interested in accounts of mysterions 
ladiesi bowevor pretty. 

At length a speaker rosé— sbe nnderstood froro the mnrmnr 
of those aronnd her that he was one of the leaders of the Op* 
poaition — and coromenced a powerfal and bitter apeecb. Sbe 
notaced that Oeoffrey, ronsed bimself at this point, and began 
to luten with attention. 

^ Look r said one of the ladies near her, ** Mr. Bingham ia 
taldng notea. He is going to speak next — be speaks wonder- 
fully, yon know. They say that he it as good as anybody in 
the House except Gladstone and Lord Randolpb.*' 

'* Oh r* answered anotbcr lady. ** Lady Honoria is not herc, 
is sbe f I don*t see^ her.*' 

*' Noy^ replied the first ; *' sbe is a dear creatare, and so band- 
some too— jast the wife for a rising man ; bnt I don't think 
that abe takes mach interest in politics. Are not her dinners 
charming P 

At this moment a volley of applaose from the Oppoaition 
bencbes drowned the marmnred conversation. 

Thia apeakcr spoke for abont tbrce-qnartcrs of an bonr, and 
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then at last Oeoffrey stood op. One or two other memben roae 
at the same time, bat nlüinately they gaye' way. 

He began slowly — and aomewhat tauiely, as it seemed to 
Beatrice, whose beart was in her moath — bat when he had been 
speaking for aboot five minates ho warmed op. And thcn bc- 
gan one of the most remarkable oratorical displays of that Pair- 
liament 6eo£Erey had spoken well before, and woald speak well 
again, bat perhaps ho never spoke so well as he dtd npon that 
night For nearly an hoar and a half he held the Hoase in 
chains, cyen the boots and intermptions died away towards the 
end of bis oration. His powerfol presence seemed to tower in 
the place, liko that of a giant among pygmies, and his dark, 
handsome face, lit with the fires of eloqaence» shone like a lamp. 
lle leaned forward, with a slight stoqp of his broad shoalders, 
and addressed himself nominally to the Speaker, bat leally to 
the Opposition. He took their facts one by onc, and with con- 
▼incing logic showed that thcy were no facts ; amid a hiss of 
anger he palvcrizcd thcir arguments and demonstrated their 
rootivcs. Thcn saddcnly lic dropped them altogether, and ad- 
dressing himself to the Hoase at large, and the country beyond 
the Hoase, he strack another notc, and broke oat into that 
storm of patriotic eloqaence which confirroed his growing repa- 
tation, both in Parliament and in the constitaencics. 

Beatrice shat her eyes and listened to the deep, rich voicc as 
it rosé from height to height and power to power, till the whole 
place seemed fnll of it, and every contending soand was hnshed. 

Saddenly, af ter an invocation that woald hare been passion- 
ate had it not been so restrained and strong, he stoppcd. She 
opened her cyes and lookcd. C^offrey was scated as before, 
with his bat on. He had been speaking for an hoar and a half, 
and yet to her it seemed bat a few minates since he rosé. 
Thcn broke out a volley of cheers, in the midst of which a 
leader of the Opposition rosé to reply, not in the very best 
of tempers, for €reoffrey*s speech had hit him hard. 

He b^ao, however, by complimenting the honorable mem- 
ber on his speech — " as fine a speech as ho had listened to for 
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famc and fortnnc sbo took tho kccncst joy and interest, far 
nioro tban hc did, indeed. Though, likc that of most otlier in- 
telligent creatures, her soul turacd witli loatbing from the dreary 
fiistian of politics, she would rcligiously search tiic pariiamen- 
tiry columns from beginning to end on the chancc of (inding 
bis name or the notice of a speech by hiin. The law rcports 
also furnished her with a liappy huntiug-ground in whicb she 
of ten found her game. 

But they wcre miserable months. To rise in the mom ing, 
to go through tlie round of daily duty, thinking of Geoffrcy ; 
to come home wcaricd and finally to seek refuge in sleep and 
dreams of him — this was the sum of tbcm. Tlien tbcre werc 
otlier troubles. To begin with, things had gone from bad to 
worso at the Vicarage. The tithes scarccly came in at all, and 
evcry day tbcir poverty pinchcd them closer. Had it not been 
for Beatrice*s salary it was difHcult to sec how the family could 
have continued to cxist She gave it almost all to her fatber 
now, only kccping back a vcry small sum for her necessary 
clothing and such sundrics as stamps and w riting-paper. Even 
tben Ëlizabeth grnmbled bitterly at her extravagance in con- 
tinuing to buy a daily paper, asking what business she bad to 
speud ftixpence a week on such a needicss luxury. But Bcatricc 
cottld not make up her mind to doek the paper, with its occa- 
sional mention of Gcoflrcy. 

Again, Owcn Davies was a pcrpetual anxiety to her. Ilis 
infatuation for hcrsclf was becoming notorious; everybody saw 
it cxcept her fathcr. Mr. Granger*s mind was so occupied with 
qncstions connected with tithe that, fortunatcly for Bcatricc, 
littlc else could find an cnlry. Owcn doggcd her about ; hc 
wonld wait whole liours outside the school or by the Vicarago 
gatc merely to speak a few words to her. Somctimes wben at 
Icngtb she appcared hc secmed to bc struck dumb; bc could 
say nothing, but would g<azc at her with bis dull cycs in a fasb- 
ion that filled her with va<xuc alarm. Hc nevcr venturcd to 
speak to her of lovc, indeed, but bc looked it, whicb was al- 
most as bad. Another thing was that ho bad grown jealous. 
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The sccd whicli Elizabcih had plantod in hls mind had bronght 
forth abundantly, thoiigh of coiirsc Bcatricc did not know tbat 
this was her sister*s doing. 

On the verj inorning that Geoffrey went away Mr. Davics 
had met her as sho was walking baek from the station, and 
asked her if Mr. Binghain had gone. When sho replied tliat 
this was so, she had distinctly heard him murmar, " Thank God I 
thank God !*' Subseqaently she discovered also that lio bribed 
the old postman to keep connt of the letters which she sent and 
received from Geoffrcv. 

These things filled Beatrieo with alnnn, but tliere was worse 
behind. Mr. Davies bogan to send her presents, first such things 
as prize pigeons and fowls, then jewellery. The pigoons and 
fowls she could not well return without exciting remark, biit 
the jewellery she sent back by one of the school childrcn. First 
came a bracelet, then a lockct with his photograph insidc, and 
Jastly, a case that, when she openc<l it, which her coriosity led 
her to do, ncarly blinded her with light. It was a diamond neck- 
lace, and she had nevcr even secn such diamonds beforc, but 
from thcir size and lustre she kncw that cach stone must bo 
wortli hundreds of pounds. Bcatrico put it in hor pocket and 
carried it until she met him, which she did in the eourse of 
that afternoon. 

" Mr. Davics," she said, l>efore he could speak, and handing 
him the packagc, ^' this lias been sent to me by mistake. Will 
you kindly takc it back ?" 

lic took it, abashcd. 

" Mr. Davics," sho went on, looking him full in the eyes, " I 
hope that tlicre will bc no more such mistakcs. Plcase nnder- 
stand tliat I cannot accept presents from you." 

"If Mr. Binghain had sent it you would have accepted it," 
he muttcrcd, sulkily. 

Bcatricc tnrned and fl:ishcd such a look on him that he feil 
back and Icft her. But it was truc, and she knew that it was 
true. If Gcofircy had given her a sixpence with a hole in it, 
she would have valued it more than all the diamonds on earth. 
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of OeofErej's name, coopled witb sach words as ''splendid 
speech,^ and other terros of admiratioo. 

'* Move ODy move on/' said a policeman to her. Ufting ber 
veily Beatrico tnrned aiid looked at him, and mattering some- 
thing, he moved on bimself, Icaving her in peace. Presentlj sbe 
saw Oeoffrey and tbe gentleman wbo bad been so kind to ber 
walking along togother. Tbey came tbroagb tbe gate-way ; tb'q 
lappet of bis coat brasbcd ber arm, and be never saw ber. 
Closer sbe croncbed against tbe pillar, biding berself in ita - 
sbadoir. . Witbin siz fcet of ber Oeoffrej stopped and lit a 
cigar. Tbe ligbt of tbe noatcb flared npon bis face, tbat dark, 
strong face sbe loved so well. How tired be looked I A great 
longing took possession of ber to st^p fomvard and speak to 
him, bnt sbe restrained berself almpst by force. 

Her friend was speaking to bim, and ahont ber. 

''Sneb a lovely woman," be was sajing, *' witb tbe cicarest 
and most beantiful gray eyes that I ever saw. Bat sbe bas 
gone like a drcam. I can't find her anjwberc It is a moet 
mystcripas basiness.'' 

** YoQ aro falling in lovc, Tom/' answercd Gkoffrcy, abscntly, 
as be tbrew away tbc match and walkcd on. " Don't do tbat ; 
it is an anbappy thing to do ;" and be sigbed. 

He was going I Ob, Heaven ! sbe woold never, ncrcr see bim 
morel A cold horror seized npon Beatrice; ber blood aeemed 
to stagnate. Sbe trcrobled so rouch tbat sbe could scarcely 
stand. Leaning forward, sbe 'looked af ter liim witb sneb a 
face of woe tbat even tbe policeman, who had rcpcnted him of 
hts forbearance, and was retaming to send her away, stood as- 
tonished. Tbe two men bad gone about fiftecn yards, wbcn 
sometbing indoc^ Beatrice's friend to look back. Dis eye 
feil npon the white, agony-strickcn face, now in the fall glare 
of the gas^amp. 

Beatrice. saw bim torn, and andcrstood her danger. "Oh, 
good-bye, Oeoffrey I" sbe marmored, for a second allowing her 
beart to go forth towards him. Then rcnlizing what sbe bad 
done, slie droppcd her veil, and went swiftly. The gentleman 
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called '' Tom ^ — slie nerer learned bis name — stood f or a moment 
damfoQoded, and at that instant Gteoffrey staggered, as thoogh 
he had been slnick by a shot, tarned qaite white, and halted. 

" Why," said bis comi>anion, ^ there is that lady again; we 
most have passed qoite close to her. Sho was looking after 
os; I saw her face in the gaslight, and I nevcr want to see 
soch anotber.^ 

Oeoffrey seized bim by the arm. *' Where is she,^ he asked 
— '^ and wbat was she like P 

Sho was thero a second ago,** he said, pointing to the pillar, 

bot IVc lost her now ; I fancy she went towards lbo railway 
station, bot I coold not sce. Stop ! is that her P and he pointcd 
to a tall person walking towards the Abbey. 

Qoickly tbey moved to intercept her, bot the rcsolt was not 
satisfactory, and tbey retreated hastily f rom the object of their 
attentions. 

Meanwhilc Beatrice foond bcrself opposite the entrance to 
the Wcstminstcr Bridge Station. A hansom was standing 
there ; sbe got into it, and told the man to drive to Paddiogton. 

Bcfore tbe pair bad retraced tbeir steps sbe was gone. '^ She 
bas vanishcd again," said ^ Tom," and went on to give a de- 
scription of her to Gkoffrey. Of her dress he had onfortonate- 
ly taken Httlo note. It might be onc of Beatrice*s, or it roight 
not It secmed al most inconceivable to G^ffrcy that she shoold 
be masqacrading aboot London onder tbc name of Mrs. Ever- 
ston. And yet — and yet — hè coold have sworn — but it was 
folly I 

Soddenly be bade bis fricnd good-night, and took a hansom. 
*'The mystcry tbickens," said tbc astonisbcd ^'Tom," as he 
watchcd bim drive away. "I woold give a hondrcd poonds 
to find oot wbat it all means. Ob, tbat woraan's face ! — it 
haonts roe. It lookcd like tbc face of an angel bidding faro- 
well to heavcn.'* 

Bot bc never did find oot any more aboot it, thoogh tbc de- 
spairing eyes of Beatrice, as she badc her mute farewcll, still 
soroetiines baant bis sleep. 
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GeofErey reflccted rnpidly. Tbe whole thing was ridiealoniy 
tod yet it was possiblc Beyond that brief line in answer 
to bis letter, he had heard nothing from Beatrice. Indeed» he 
was waiting to bear from ber before takiog any fartber step. 
Bnt even sapposing sbe were io London, wbere was be to look 
f Of ber f He knew tbatshe bad no money : sbe coald not stay 
there loog. It occorred to hioa tbere was a train leaying Bos- 
ton for Wales about foor in tbe moming. It was jost possible 
tbat sbe migbt be io towo, and retoroiog by tbb traio. He 
told tbe cabmao to drive to Boston Station, and, on aniya!, 
closely qoestioned a sleepy porter, bot witboot satisfactory re- 
snlts. 

Tben be scarched tbe station ; tbere were no traces of Bea- 
trice. He did more : be sat down, weary as be was, and waited 
for an boor and a balf — till it was time for tbe train to start 
.Tbere were bot threc passengers, and none of tbem in tbe least 
rcsembled Beatrice. 

^ It is very strange,^ Geoffrey said to himself, as bo walked 
away. *' I coold bave swom tbat I feit ber presence jost for one 
secood. It most bave been nonsense. Tliis is wbat coroes of 
occolt infloences, and tbat kind of tbing. The occolt is a noi- 
sanco.^ 

If bo had ooly gooo to Paddiogtoo 1 
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CHAPTER XXVin. 

I WILL WAIT FOB TOU. 

BxATRiox drore back to Paddington, and as sho droye, 
thoagh her face did not cbange from ito marble cast of woe, 
the great tears rolled down it one bj one. 

Tbey rcached the dcserted-looking station, and she paid the 
roan oat of her few rcroaining shillings : seeing that she was a 
stranger, he insisted npon receiving half a crown. Then, disre- 
garding the astonishcd store of the night porter, sho foand her 
way to the walting-room and sat down. First she took the letter 
from her breast, and'addcd some Hnes to it in peticil, bnt she 
did not post it yet ; sho knew that if sle did so it wonld reach 
ito destination too soon. Thcn she laid her head back against 
the walI, and, atterly oatwom, droppcd to sleep — her last sleep 
npon tbis eartb, before the longcst sleep of all. 

And thas she waited and sicpt at Paddington, while her 
lover waited and watchcd at Enston. 

At five she woke, and the heavy clond of sorrow, past, pres- 
ent, and to comc, mshcd in npon her hcart Taking her bag, 
she made herself as tidy as she coald. Then she stepped out- 
side the stotion into the dcserted strect, and finding a space 
betwecn the houses, watched the snn rise over the waking 
world. It was her last snnrise, Beatrice rcmcmbered. 

She caroe back fillcd with sach thonghto as nnglit well strike 
the bcart of a woman abont to do the thing she had dccreed. 
The refreshraent-bar was open now, and she went to it, and 
bonght a cup of coffee and some bread and butter. Thcn she 
took her ticket, not to Bryngelly or to Goed, bnt to the sUtion on 
tbis side of Bryngelly, and three miles from it She wonld run 
less risk of being noticed there. The train was shunted np; 
she took her seat in it Jnst ns it was storting, nn early news- 
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paper boy camo aloog, yawoing. Beatrice boaght a copy of the 
JSiandard out of the ono and threepénee that was leipt of her 
inoney, and opened it at the sheet containing the leading 
artielea. The first one beghu : " The moet powerfol, closely 
reasonedf and eloquent speech made last night by Mr. Bingharo, 
the Member for Pillham, will, we fecl certain, produce as great 
an effect on the country as it did in the House of Coinmons. 
We welcome it» not only on account of its value as a contri- 
bnUon to the polemics of the Irish Qnestion, bnt as a positi? e 
proof of what has long been suspected, that the unionist party 
has in Mr. Bingham a young statesman of a very high order 
indeed, and one whona remarkable and rapid success at the Bar 
has not hampered, as is too often the case, in the larger and 
less technical field of politics." 

And so on. Beatrice pnt the paper down with a smile of 
trinmph. Greoffrèy*s success was splendid and unquestioned. 
Nothing cónld stop him now. During all tho long joumey 
she pleased her iniagination by conjnring up picture aftcr pict- 
ure of that great future of his, in which she would have no 
share. And yet he would not forgct her; she was snre of this. 
Her shadow would go with him from year to year, even to the 
end, and at times he roight think how proud she would have 
been could she be present to record his triurophs. Alas! she 
did not remember that when all is lost which can make life bean- 
tiful, when the sun has set, and the spirit gone out of the day, 
the poor garish lights of our litUe victories can hut ill atone 
for the glories that have been. Happiness and content are f rail 
planta which can only flourish under fair conditions. They 
will not thrive beneaUi the gloom and shadow of a pall, and 
when the heart is dead no triumphs, however splendid, and no ro- 
wards, however great, can compensate for the ntter and irredeem- 
able loss. She never guessed, poor girl, that time upon time, 
in the long years to be, Geoffrey would gladly have laid his 
honors down in payroent for one month of her dear and nn- 
fofgotten presence. She was too unsolfish ; she did not think 
that a man could thus prixe a woman*s love, and took it for an 
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axiom that to saoceed io life was Lis one real objeei — m thing 
to which 80 divine a gift as she had gi?en Gfeoffrej is m 
QothiDg. It was before tbu Jaggeniaat of her loyer^s etfoer 
that Beatrico would cast down her life, little knowiog thal there- 
by she mast tam the snooess, which he already held so chei^ 
to bitterncss and ashes. 

At Chester Beatrice got out of the train and posted her letter 
to Gkoff rej. She woald not do so before, becaose it migfat haye 
reached him too soon — before all was finishcd ! Now it woold 
be dclivered to him in the Honse after ererything had been 
aocomplished in its order. She looked at the letter; it was» 
she thoQght, the last tokon that conld over pass between them 
on this eartb. Ooce she pressed it to her heart — once sho 
tonched it with her lips, and then pat it from her beyond re- 
calL It was done ! there was no going back now. And eycn 
as she stood the postman carae np, whistling, and opening tho 
box, carelessly swept its contents into his canvas 1m^. Conld 
he have known what lay among them he woald have whistlcd 
no more that day. 

She continned her jonmey, and by three o*clock arrived safe- 
ly at the litUo station next to Bryngelly. There was a fair at 
Coed that day, and many peoplo of the peasant class got in 
here. Amid the confosion she gave np her ticket to a small 
boy, who was looking the other way at the time, and cscaped 
witliout being noticed by a soal. Indeed, things so happened 
that nobody in the neighborhood of Bryngelly ever knew that 
Beatrice had been to London and back npon those dreadfnl 
days. 

Beatrico walkcd along the clifit, and in an honr was at the 
door of the Yicaragc, from which she scemcd to have been 
away for years. She nnlockcd it and entcred. In the letter- 
box was a post-card from her father stating that ho and Elixa- 
beth had cbanged their plans, and woald not be back till the 
train which arrived at half -past eight on the following moming. 
So «nnch the bettcr, she thonght Then she disarranged the 
clothes npon her bed, to makc it seem as though it had been slept 
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iOy lit the kitchoo fire, and pot the ketUe on to bpil, and as 
•oon as it was rcady she took some food. Sbe waoted all ber 
nerre, and that eoald not be kept op withoot food. 

Sbortij after this the girl Betty retorned, and went aboat 
her doties io the house qoite onconacioos that Beatrice had been 
awaj from it for the wbole night Her sister was mach better, 
sbe said, in answcr to Beatrice's ioqDiries. 

Wben she had eaten what sbe conld — it was not mocb — 
Beatriee went to hor room, nndressed berself, batbed, and pnt 
on dean fresb tbings. Tben she nnbonnd her loycly hair, and 
did it np in a coronet npon her bead. It was a fashion that 
she did not^>ften adopt, becanso it took too moch time, bat on 
this daj, of all days, she had a strange fancy to look ber best 
Also, her hair had been donc like this on the aftemoon when 
Oeoffrcy first met her. Noxt sbe once more pat on the gray 
drets which she had wom on her joomey to London, and taking 
tbe silver Roman ring that Oeof^y bad giren ber from tbo 
string by which sbe wore it aboat her neck^-placed it on tbb 
third fingcr of her left hand. 

All this being done, Beatrice yitited tbe kitcben and ordcrod 
tbe sapper. She went f artber in her innocent canning. Betty 
aiked her what sbe woald like for breakfast^ and sbe told her 
to oook some bacon, and to be carefal how she cat it, as sbe 
'did not like thick bacon. Thcn, after one long last look at 
tbe Yicarage, she started for the lodging of the bead-teacher 
of tbe school, and, haring foand her, inqaired as to the day*s 
work. 

Fnrtber, Beatrice told her assistant that she had dotcrrained 
to alter tbe conrse of certain lessons in the school. The Wednes- 
day aritbmetio claas bad hitherto been taken beforo the gram- 
mar class. On the morrow she had determined to cbange this; 
sbe wonld take tbe grammar class at ten and the aritbmetio 
elass at eleven, and gaye her reasons for so doing. The teacher 
assentcd, and Beatrice shook hands witb her and bade her 
good-night Sbe wonld have wished to say how mach sbe 
feit indebted to her for her help in tbe school, bat did not like 
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to do 80, feariog lest, in tbe light of peodiog OTosta^ the rb- 
mark might be Viowed with snspicion. 

Poor Bcatrice ! these were the onij lies sbo over told. 

Sbe lef t the teacher*s lodgings, aod was aboot to go down to 
the beacb and sït there till it was time, when sbe was roet bj 
the father of the poor crazed child Jane Uewellyn. 

" Oh, Miss Beatrice,^ ho said, ^' I have been looking for joa 
cvery wbere. We are in sad troable, miss. Poor Jane is in a 
raving fit, and talking aboat heil and that, and the doctor says 
she^s dying. Can yoa come, miss, and see if yon can do any- 
thing to quiet her! It's a matter of life and death tbc doctor 
says, miss." * 

Bcatrice smilcd sadly ; matters of life and deatb were in the 
air. '* I wil] come," sbe said, '^ bot I shall not be able to stay 
long." 

How could sbe bettcr spcnd her last honr f 

Sbe accompanied the man to bis" cottage. The poor child, 
drcssed only in a night-sbirt, was raving farionsly, and evidcnt- 
ly in the last stage of exhanstion ; nor conid tho doctor or her 
mothcr do anything to qoiet her. 

" Don*t yoQ see," sbe scrcamed, pointing to the wall, " thcro^s 
the dcvii waiting for me ? And, oh, there*s the month of heil 
wbere tbc minister said I shonld go ! Oh, hold me, bold me, 
held roe !" 

Beatricc walkcd np to her, took the thin litUc hands in bers, 
and lookcd her fixedly in tbe cyes. 

" Jane," sbe said. " Jane, don't yoii know me ?" 

" Yes, Miss Granger," sbe said, " 1 know the Icsson ; I will say 
it presently." 

Bcatrice took her in her arms, and sat down on the bed. 
Qaietcr and qnieter grew the child, till saddenly an awfnl 
change passed over her face. 

Sbe is dying," whispered the doctor. 
Hold roe close, bold roe close !" said the child, wbose senses 
rctumed bef ore tbc last cclipse. "Oh, Miss Granger, I sba*n*t 
go to heil, shall I? I aui af raid of heil." 
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'* Noy lovc, no ; yoa wil] go to heayen.'^ 

Jane lay still a while. Thcn aeeing tho palo Vips moye, Bea- 
trice pat her ear to the child*8 moatb. 

** Will yoa come with me f' sho marmared ; *' I am afraid 
to go aloae.*' 

And Beatrice, her great gray cyes fixcd stcadily oa the cloa- 
ing eyes beneath, whispered bacl^ so that oo otber aoal coald 
hear except the dyiag child, 

^' Yes, I will come presently." Bat Jane heard, and andor- 
stood. 

'* ProQiise,'* 8aid tho child. 

'* Yea, I promiae,'' answercd Beatrice, ia the tame inaadiblo 
whisper. ** Sleep, dear, sleep ; I will joia yoa very soon.** 

And the child lookcd ap, shivered, smiled — aad slept I 

Beatrice gave it back to tho weeping patents and went her 
way. " What a splendid creatare T' said the doctor to himself 
as he looked af ter her. *' Sbe has eyes like Fate, and the face 
of Motherhood Incaroate. A great woman, if ever I saw one, 
bat different froni other women." 

Meanwhile Beatrice made her way to old Edward's boat- 
shed. As she expected, there was nobody there, and nobody 
on the beach. Old Edward and his son wero at tea, with the 
rest of Bryngelly. They wonld come back after dark and lock 
ap the boat-honse. 

She looked at the sco. Thcrc wero no wares, bat the breexo 
frcshened every minnte, and thcro was a long slow sweli npoa 
the water. The rollers woald be ninning beyond the shelter 
of Ramball Point, five miles away. 

The tide was high ; it moanted to within ten yards of the 
end of the boat - hoose. She opeaed the door, and dragged 
ont her caooe, closing the door again after her. The craft was 
light, and she was strong for a woman. Close to the boat- 
hoase one of the timber breakwaters which are common at sea- 
side places ran down into the water. She dragged the canoe 
to lts side, and then pnshed it dowo the beach till its bow was 
afloat Next, moonting on the breakwater, she caoght hold of 
19 
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the liUle chain in tbe bow, aod waUdng aloog tbe luBber 
bftlka^ polled with all her foice till the.canoe was qnife afloaL 
On she went, dragging it alter her, till the wavet washing over 
the breakwater wetted her shoea. 

Then she broagbt the eanoe qnite etoae, and, walching her 
opportanity, stepped ioto it, nearly falling into the water, as 
she did sa Bot she recOTered her balance and aat down. In 
aoother minnte she was paddliog oot to sca with all her 
strength. 

For twenty minntes or more she paddled onceasingiy. Then 
she rested a while, only keeping the canoe head on to the aea, 
which, withoot being roogh, was ronning more and more freshly. 
Tfaere, sorae miles away, was the dark maas of Bomball Pointe 
She most be off it beforc the nigbt closcd in. There woold 
be sea enoogh there ; no soch eraf t as hers coold live in it' for 
fire minntesi and the tide was on the torn. Anything sinking 
In those waters woold be carried far away, and never coroe 
back to tbe shorc of Wales. 

She tumed her bead and lookcd at Bryngelly and the long 
familiar stretch of cliff. IIow fair it scemed^ batbcd in the 
qolet ligbts of sommer aftemoon ! Oh, was there any after- 
noon wbere tbe cbild bad gooc, and wbere she was following 
f ast ! — or was it all nigbt, black, ctemal night, onbroken by 
the drcam of dear remembered tbingst 

There werc the Dog Rocks, wbere she had stood on that 
misty aotomn day, and seen tbe vision of her coffined mother^s 
face. Sarely it was a presage of bcr fate. Tbcre beyond was 
tbc Bell Rock, wbere in that same hour Geoffrcy and she had 
roet, and there behind was the Amphitheatre, wbere they had 
told tbeir love. Hark ! what was that soond pealing faintly 
at intervals across the deep ? It was tbe great ^ip*s bell that, 
stirred f rom time to time by the wasb of tbe high tide, solemnly 
tolled her passing sool ! 

She paddled on ; the soand of tbat dcath-knell shook her 
ncn'es, and made bcr fccl faint and wcak. Oh, it woold havo 
been easicr had she been as she was a year ago ; bef ore she 
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learoed to love, and, hand in Land, Lad seon faith and liopo ro- 
aiiae from the deptbs of her stirred soul. Tben,. being bnt a 
héatheny she conld have met her end with all a heathcn*a 
strengtb, knowing wbat she lost, and. believing, too, that ahe 
wonld find bat sleep. And now it was otherwise, for in her 
beart she did not believo that she was about ntterly to perish. 
Wbat ! could the body live on in a thousand forms, changcd, 
indeed, bnt indestmctible and imniortal, while the spiritual part, 
with all its hopes and loves and fears, melted into nothingness! 
It conld not be; surely on somo new shore she sbould onco 
again grcet her love. And if it was not, how. wonld thcy meet 
her in that nndcrworld, coming self-murdcred, her life-blood 
on her hands! Would her inother turn away from her! and 
the littlo brothcr, whom she had loved, wonld he reject her ! 
And what Voico of Doom might strike her into everlasting 
hopelessnessf 

Bnt, be the sin what it might, yet wonld she sin it for the 
sake of C^ffrey — ay, even if she mast rcap a harvest of ctemal 
woe. She bent her head and pmycd. " Oh, Power that art 
above, from whom I coroc, to whom I go, have mercy on me ! 
Oh, Spirit, if indeed thy name is Love, wcigh my love in thy 
balance, and let it lift the scalo of sin. Oh, God of Sacrifice, 
be not wrotli at my deed of sacri6cc, and givo me pardon, givo 
me life and peace, that in a time to come I may win the sight 
of him for whom 1 die." 

A somewhat heathenish praycr, indeed, and far too full of 
human passion for one about to leave the hnman shorcs. Bnt, 
ihèn — well, it was Beatrice who prayed — Beatrice, who could 
realizo no heaven beyond the limits of her passion, who still 
thonght more of her love than of saving her own sonl alivc. 
Perhaps it fonnd a home — perhaps, like her who prayed it, it 
wais lost il pon the pitiless deep. 

Then Beatrice prayed no moro. Short was her time. See, 
thero sank the sun in glory ; and tlicro the grcat rollers swept 
along past the snllcn desolate hcadland, whcro the nndcrtow 
met wind and tide. She would think no more of self — it was, 
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it acemed to her, ao small, ibis mendiciDt eaUing on tbe'IJii- 
aceoy not for othen, bat for adf : «id for aelf, wdl-being for 
adfy aalvation for adf — thia doiog of good that good mlght 
oome to adf. Sbe bad mado bcr -prajer, and if abe prajed 
agaio it abooid bc for C^ffrey, tbat be migbt proaper and 
bc bappy; tbat be migbt forgive tbe trooble ber love bad 
broogbt into bia life. Sbe bad prayed ber praycr aod aaid ber 
aay, and it waa dóne witb. Let ber be jadged aa it aeemed 
good to Tboae wbo jadge 1 Now abe wóald fix ber tboagbta 
npon ber love, and by ita strengtb woald triumpb over ibo bit- 
tcmeaa of deatb. Her eyea flasbed, and ber breaat beavod: 
fiirtber oat to aea, fartber yet — abe wonld meet tboae rollera a 
knot or more f rom tbe point of tbe beadland, tbat no record 
migbt remain. • • 

Waa it ber wrong if abe loved bim4 Sbe conld not belp it, 
and abe waa proad to love hiro. Even now abe woald not 
nndo tbe past Wbat were the linea tbat Geoffroy bad read to 
bert They bannted ber mind witb a atrange pcrsiatence ; thcy 
took time to tbe beat of ber falling paddie, and woald not leave 
ber: 
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Of cnc$ iown aeetf , who knowtth what the erop U f 
Alas^ my hve, Lovers' eyes are very blind ! 
Whai toauld they have ue do f Sunflowere and poppiee 
stoop to the wind — ^"* 

Yes, yes, Love'a eyea are very blind, bat in tbeir blindness 
tbere was more light than in all otbcr carthly tbings. Oh, 
abe coald not live for him, and with him— it was denied to her 
— ^bat ahe still conld dio for him, her dading, her darling ! 

"Creoffrey, hear me — I die for yon ; accept my sacrifice, and 
forget me not!" So — she is in the rollers — how solemn they 
look, with tbeir hoary hcads of foam, as ono by one they move 
down npon her! 

* Olivcr Madox Brown. 
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The fireti it towen Iiigb, bot the canoo rides it liko a cork. 
Looky the day is dying on the distant land, bat atill bis glory 
ahines across the sea. Presentlj all i? ill bc finished. Uere the 
breese is strong; it tears tho bonnot from ber bcad, it onwinds 
the eoronet of braidcd locks, and her brigbt hair strearos out bo> 
hind her. Feel how the spray stiogs, striking like a whip I 
No, not this wavo — she rides tbat also ; she will die as sho haa 
ÜFed — ^fightÏDg to the last ; and once more, novcr faltering, sho 
sets her face towards the rollers and consigns her soal to doonu 

Ahy that stmck her f all ! Oh, see ! Oeoffrey*s ring haa 
slipped from ber wet hand — ^falling into tho bottom of the 
boat Can she regain it f Sho woald die with that ring upön 
her finger; it is ber marriage-ring, wedding her throagh death 
to Geoffrey, apon tho altar of the sea. She stoops 1 oh, wbat a 
shock of water on her breast 1 What was it — wbat was it t — Of 
(mee êown êeed^ who inoweth wkat tkê erop iet She most soon 
leam now. 

*' Geoffrey ! bear me, Oeoffrcy — I die, I die for yoa ! I will 
wait for yoa at the foundations of the sea, on the topmost 
heights of heaven, in the lowcst decps of heil — wherover I am 
I will always wait for yoa T 

It siuks — it bas sank. Sho is alone with God, and tho 
crael waters. The san gocs out ! Look on that grcat white wavo 
seething throagh tho dcepening gloom ; bear it rushiog towards 
her, big with fate ! 

" Geoffrey, niy darling — I will wait — " 

FarewcU to Beatricoi The llght went out of the sky, and 
tbc darkness gatherod on the woltering sea. Farewcll to Bea- 
trice, and all her lore and. all her sin ! 
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CnAPTER XXIX. 



▲ WOMAN*S LAST WORD. 



. OsoFFRBT came down tó breakfast about elcFcn opdoek on 
ihó morning of tbat day tbe first iioors of wbicb bc bad spcnt 
ot .Gaston Station. Not seeing EflSe, be asked Ladj Honoria 
ivrbere sbe wais, and was informed tbat Anne^ tbe Frencb bwine^ 
said'tbo cbild was not wdl, and tbat sbe bad kcpt ber in bed 
io. breakfast. 

' ^'-Do iyoa- nican-id say tbat 'y on bavo not been np to see 
wbat is. tbo matter 'witb ber f' askcd Gcoffrey. 

*' No, not yet^" answered bis wifc. " I bavc bad tbo drcss- 
jfi^ak^r bere with my licw dress for tbc dacbcss*s ball to-raorrow ; 
it*s Jovcly, bat I.tbink tbat thcrc is a little too macb of tbat 
.creaiuy Jace.abont it" ' 

^itb an ezclamation of impatiéoce Gtoffrev rosé and went 
jDp-stairs. .' Ile foand Effiè tossin*; about in bed, ber face flasbcd, 
ber eycswide. open, and ber Jittlo bands qnite b.öt. 
- . -" Seod for tbe doctor at.once,".bc said. 

Tbe doctor came and exainined tbe cbild, asking ber if .sbe 
bad wet ber fect latelv. .; i 

" Yes, I did, two days a^o. I wet my feet in a paddlc 
.in tbe' street," shc answered. : "But Anne did say tbat they 
wonld.spon gct dry if I.beld tliém to the firc,. becanse my 
otber boots was not clean,' Oh, Jny bead do^s. acbc, daddie." 

" Aby** said tbe doctor, and tben covcring tbe cbild np, took 
Geoffrey asidc and told him that bis daagbtcr bad got a mild 
attack of inflammation of tbe langs. There was no cause for 
anxiety, only she must be looked aftcr and gnarded from chills. 

Gcoffrey asked if bc shonld send for a trained nurse. 

** Ob no,'* said tbo doctor. ^' I do not tbink it is neccssary, 
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at any nio at present I will teil tbe nano what to do, and 
doabüess yoar wife will keep an 070 on her.'* 

So Anne was called np, and vowed that she wonid gaard the 
cberished ehild like the appie of her eje. Indeed, nó, the 
boots were not wet — there was a little, a verj little mnd on 
them, that was all. 

'* Wellv don't talk so mach, hut see that yoa attend to her 
properij,'* said Oeoffrey, feeling rather doobóöl, for he did not 
trost Anne. Howercr, he thooght he woald see hiinself that 
there was no noglcct When sbe heard what was the matter, 
tmdj Honoria was mach put oat 

^ Beallj," she said, " cliildren are tbc most vcxatioos crcat- 
ares in the world. The idea of her getting inflamuiation of the 
langs IQ this nnprovokcd fasbion I The end of it will bè that I 
sball hot bo able to go to the dachcss*s ball to-morrow night; 
and she was so kind aboat it, she made qnite a point of my com- 
ing ; besidcs, I have bonght that lovcly new dross on pnrposo. 
I shoald nevcr have drcamcd of going to so mach expcnse for 
anythirig clse.*' 

'^Don't troabte yonrself," said Geoffroy. "The lloaso does 
not sit to-roorrow ; I will look after her. Unless EiBe dies in 
the inter\'al, yoa will certainly be able to go to the ball.*' 

''Dies — what nonsense! Tbe doctor says that it is a vcry 
slight attack. Why shoald she die f' 

*' I am sare I hope that there is no fear of anything of the 
sort, Honoria— ooly sbe mast be propcrly looked aftcr. I do 
not trast this woman Anne. I have balf a mind to gct in a 
trained nurse, after all." 

" Well, if yoa do, she will have to sleep oat of the hoase, 
tbat'a all. Aroelia (Lady Garsington) is coming ap to-night, 
and I mast have somewhere to pat her maid, and Ibcro is no 
room for anotber bed in Effic's room." 

" Oh, vcry well, very well," said Gcoffrcy, " I daro say tbat it 
will be all right; bat if EflSe gcts any worse, yoa will plcaae 
nnderstand tbat room mast be made." 

Bat Effie did not get worse. She remained mach aboat.tho 
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aame. Geoffrey sat at home all daj and employed himaelf in 
reading brief s ; f ortanatel j he had not to go to ooart Aboot 
six opdoek he went down to the Hoasey and having dined yeij 
simply and quietly, took his seat and.lbtened to some dieary 
talk, which was being carried on for the benefit of the reporters» 
aboQt the adoption of the Welsh langoage in the law coarts of 
Wales. 

Suddenly ho became aware of a most extraordinary sense 
of oppression. An indefinable drcad took hold of him, his 
very soal was filled with terrible apprehensions and alarm. 
Something dreadf al seemed to knook at the portals of his sense, 
a horror which he conld not grasp. His mind was confnsed, 
bat little by little it grew clcarcr, and he began to anderstand 
that a danger thrcatened Beatrice, that she was in great periL 
Ho was snre of it Her agonized dying cries reached him 
whero he was, thoagh in no form which he coald nnderstand; 
once more her thoaght beat on his thoaght — once more and for 
the last tjmc her spirit spoke to his. 

Thcn snddenly a cold wind seemed to brcathe npon his face 
and lift his hair, and cvcrything was gonc. ^ His mind was as 
it had been ; agaia he heard the dreary orator, and saw the 
niembers slipping away to dinncr. The conditions that dis- 
turbed him bad passed, things were as they had been. Nor 
was this strange, for the link was broken. Beatrice was dead, 
She had passed into the domains of impenotrablc silence. 

Geoffrey sat op with a gasp, and as he did so a letter was 
placed in his hand. It was addrcssed in Beatrice's handwrit- 
ing, and borc the Chestor postmark. A chili fcar scized him. 
Wbat did it contain ? He hurricd with it into a private room 
and opened it It was dated from Brjngelly on the previoas 
Sunday, and had sevcral enclosures. 

" My dearest Gcoffrey," it bcgan, " I have ncver before ad- 
dresscd you tbus on paper, nor should I do so now, knowing 
to what risks such written words raight put yon, were it not 
that occasions may arisc (as in this case) which seem to jnstify 
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iho risk. For whcn all things aro ended betwoon a man and a 
woman who are to each otber wbat we bave been, tbcn it is 
well tbat tbe one wbo goes tboald speak plainiy before speech 
becomes iropossibie, if only tbat tbe one wbo b Icft sboald not 
misaDderstand tbat wbieb bas been done. 

''Geoffrey, it is probable — it is almost certain — ^tbat before 
yoar eyes read tbese words I sball-be wbere in tbe body tbey 
ean nover see me more. I write to yoa from tbe brink of tbe 
grave ; wben yoa read, it will bave closcd over me. 

^ Geoffrey, I sball be dead ! 

** I received yoar dcar letter (tt is dcstroyed now) in wbich 
yoa expressed a wisb tbat I sboald coine away witb yoa to 
some otber coantry, and I answered it in cigbt brief words. I 
dared not trast mysclf to write more, nor bad I any time. 
How coald yoa tbink tbat I sboald ever accept sacb an offer 
for my own sake, wben to do so woald bave been to min yoa f 
Bat first I will teil yoa all tbat bas bapponed bere." (Here 
foliowed a long and exact description of tbose events witb 
wbich we are already acqaainted, incindtng tbe denanciation 
of Bcatrice by ber sister, tbe tbreats of Owen Davics as re- 
gards bimself, and tbe measares wbich sbe bad adopted to gain 

time.) 

*' Fartber,** tbe letter continacd, " I cnclose yoa yoar wife's 
letter to me. And bere I wisb to state tbat I bave not one 
word to say agatnst Lady Honoria or ber letter. I tbink tbat 
sbe was perfectly jastificd in writing as sbe did, for after all, 
dcar Gcoffrey, yoa are ber bosband, and in loving each otber 
WO bave offended against ber. Sbe tells roe traly tbat it is my 
daty to make all fartlier Communications betweea as iropossi- 
blc. Tbcre is only one way to do tbis, and I take it 

'*And now I bave spoken enoagb aboat myself ; nor do I 
wisb to enter into details tbat could only give yoa pain. Tbere 
will be no scandal, dcar, and if any word sboald be raised against 
yoa aftcr I am gone, I bave provided an answer in tbe second 
letter wbicli I bave enclosod. Yoa can print it if necessary ; it 
will be a saflBcient reply to any talk. Nobody after reading it 
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can belicTe that yoa worè io büj way oonnccted with the «od* 
deDt wbich will Iiappèn. Dear, one word more — BÜll aboat mj- 
aélf» yoQ seo ! Do not blame joaraclf io this matter^ for yoa 
are nót to blame; of my own free-will I do it, becaose in the 
extremity of the circamstüices I thiok it best that oqo shoald 
go and the other be saTed, rather than that both shoald be in- 
Folved in ia common min. 

^'Dear, do yoa remeraber how, io that strange vision of mine, 
I dreamed that yoa came and toochcd mo on the bréast and 
thowed me lightf So it has come to pass, for yoa hare giVen 
iDó love— that is light ; and now in death I shall seek for wis- 
dom. And this being folfilled, shall not the rest be folfilled in 
its season ? Shall I not sit in those cloady halls till I see yoa 
come to seek me, the word of wüdom on yonr lips ? And since 
I cannot have yoa to myself, and be all in all to yoa, why, I am 
glad to go ; for here on the world is neither rest nor happi- 
ness. As in my dream, too oftcn does ' Uope seem to rend her 
starry robes.' 

** I am glad to go from sach a world, in which bot one hap- 
py thing has foand me — the blessing of your love. I am wom 
out with the weariness and straggle, and now that I have -lost 
yoa I loDg for rest I do not koow if I sin in what I do ; if so, 
may I be forgivcn ! If forgiveness is impossiblc, so be it Yoa 
will forgive me, Greoffrey, and yoa will always love me, howcver 
wicked I may be ; even if, at the last, yoa go where I am not, 
yoa will remcmber and love the erriog woman to wbom, being 
so little, yoa still were all in all. We are not married, Greoffrey, 
according to the cnstoms of the world, bnt two short days from 
hence I shall celebrate a service that is grcater and more solemn 
than any of the earth ; for Death will be tbc priest, and that oatli 
which I shall tako will be to all cternity. Who can prophesy 
of that whcreof man has no saro knowledge? Tet do I be- 
lieve that in a time to come we shall once more look in each 
othcr's cyes, and klss each other's lips, and be one for cvermorc. 
If this is so, it is worth while to have livcd and died ; if not, 
then, Geoffroy, f arêwell I 
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'^ If I miij 1 will alwAjs bo ncar yon. Listen to tlio niglit 
wind, and you shall hcar my votce ; look on tho sUre, yon will 
sce my cycs ; and my lovc sball bo as the air yon brcaihe. And 
when at last tbc end comcs, remember me, for if I live at all I 
sball be about you tbcn. Wbat bavc I more to say f So mnch, 
my dear, tliat words cannot convey it liCt it bo nntold ; but 
whencTcr yon bcar or read that wbicb is beantifnl and tcnder« 
tbink ' tliis is wbat Bcatricc wonld bave said to me and could not V 

" You will be a grcat man, dcar, the foremost, or one of the 
forcmost, of your agc. Yon havo already proraised me to per- 
sovcre to tliis end ; I will not ask you to promise afresb. Do 
not be content to accept the world as womcn must. Great men 
do not accept the world ; tbcy reform it — and yon are of their 
unmber. And wbcn you are grcat, Gcoffrey, you will use yonr 
power, not for sclf-intcrest, bot to large and wortby ends ; you 
will always strivo to help tbc poor, to break down opprossion 
from thosc wbo bnvo to bcar it, and to advanco tbo-bonor of 
yonr country. You will do all tbis from your own heart, and 
not becauso I ank it of you, but remember that your fame will 
bo my best monument — tbougb none sball CTcr know tbo gravo 
it covers. 

" Farewell, farewcll, farcwcll I Oh, Geoffrcy, my darling, to 
wliom I bave ncvcr been a wifc, to whom I am more than any 
wife, do not forgot ino in tho long yeara wbich are to come. Do 
not forget me when otbers flattcr yon and try to win your love, 
for nono cau be to you wliat I bave been-^none can over lovo 
you more tlinn thnt lost Bcntrico wbo writes these heavy words 
to-night, nnd who will p;ifts nwny blessing you with lier last 
breath, to await you, if she muy, in the land to which your 
fcct also draw daily on.*' 

Thcn camo a tcar-staincd postscript in pencil, datcd from 
Paddington Station on that vcry morning. 

" I joumeycd to London to see you, Gcoffrey. I could not dio 
without looking on your face once more. I was in the gallery 
of the House and hcard your great speech. Yonr friend found 
me a place. Afterwards I touchcd yonr coat as yon paü ^ by 
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tbe pillar of tlio gate-way. Thcn I ran away, becaaso I saw yonr 
friend tarn and look at me. I sliall kiss this letter jast here, 
before I close it — kiss it therc, too— it is our last cold embracc 
Before the end, I sball put od the ring you gave me — on my 
hand, I mean. I bave always worn it upon ray breast Wben I * 
ioQched yon as yóu passcd tbrougb tbe gate-way I tbougbt tbat 
I sbould bave breken down and callcd to you — bnt I fonnd 
atrengtb not to do so. My beart is breaking and my eycs aro 
blind witb tears; I can writo no more; I bave no more to say. 
Now once again good-bye. Ave atque vale — ob, my love ! — B.'* 

Tbe second letter was a dummy ; tbat is to say, it pnrported 
to be sneb an epistle as any young lady migbt bave written to 
a gentleman friend. It Ix^n, **Dcar Mr. Bingbam," and 
ended, *' Yonrs sincercly, Beatrice Grangcr ;" was filled witb 
cbit-cbat, and expressed bopes tbat bo would be able to come 
down to Bryngelly again later in tbe sammcr, whcn tbey woald 
go canoeing. . 

It was obvions, tbougbt Beatrice, tbat if Geoffrcy was accused 
by O wen Davics, or any body else, of being concern ed witb ber 
mystcrions end, tbe production of such a frank epistle, written 
two days previously, would dcmonstrate tlio absurdity of tbe 
idca. Poor Beatrice, sbe was f uil of precautions 1 

Let bim who may imagine tbe effect produced upon Geoffrcy 
by tbis beart-rcnding and astounding epistle I Could Beatrice 
have seen bis face wben be had finishcd reading it sbe would 
ncver havo committcd suïcide. In a minute it bccame like tbat 
of an old man. As the wholc trutb sank into bis mind, such 
an agony of horror, of rcmorse, of unavailing woe and bopclcss- 
ncss, swcpt across bis soul tbat for a moment bc thonght bis 
vital forccs must gtvé way bcncath it, and tbat be sbould die, 
as indeed in tbat dark bour bo would liavc rcjoiced to do. Oh, 
liow pitlful it was — bow pitiful and liow awful ! To tliink of 
tliis poor bclovcd woman going down to loncly dcath for bim 
— ^a strong man; to picture lier croucbing bcbind tbat gate- 
way pillar and touch ing bis coat as be passcd, wbile be, the 
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thrice aocuned fooi, knew nothing till too late ; to know that 
he had göne to EastoD and not to Paddington ; to remember the 
dÏTine strength and beaaty of the Ioto which he had lost, and 
that face which he shonld noTcr see again I Oh, bis heart woold 
break. No man coald bear it I 

And of those cowards who honnded her tó doath, if indeed 
the was alreadj dead ! Oh, he wonld kill tbis Owen Davics — 
yea, and Elizabeth too, yrcre it not that she was a woman ; and 
as for Honoria, he had done with her. Scandal I what did bo 
care for scandal f If he had bis will there sbonld be a scandal 
indeed, for be wonld beat tbis Owen Davies, tbis reptilo^ who 
did Dot besitate to nso a woroan's tcrrors to prosper the fal- 
filling of bis last — yes, and tben drag him to the Continent and 
kill him there. Onlj rengcance was left to him ! 

Stop, he most not give way — perbaps she was not dead — 
perliaps that borrible présage öf evil which had stmck him liko 
a storm was nothing bot a dream. Conld be telegrapb f No, it 
was too late ; the office at Bry ng^lly wonld be cloecd — it was past 
eight now. Bat be coold go. Tbero was a train leaving a little 
after nine — be sbonld be tbero by half-past six to-morrow. And 
Effie was ill ! well, snrely tbcy conld look after her for twenty- 
fonr bonrs ; she was in no danger, and he ronst go— he coold not 
bear tbis tortoring saspcnse. Oh, bow had she done the deed! 

Geoffrey snatcbed a sheet of paper and tried to write. Ho 
coald not, bis hand shook so. With a groan he rosé, and, going 
to the rcfreshroent-room, swallowcd two glasses of brandy one 
after anotber. The spirit took effect on him ; he coold write 
now. Rapidly be scribblcd on a sheet of paper : 

'* I have been called away npon important bosinesa, and shall 
probably not be back till Tbnrsday moming. See that Effie b 
properly attended to. If I am not back yoa most not go to the 
dochesa*s balL — Gsoffrbt Bivqbam.^ 

Then he addressed the letter to Lady Honoria, and despatched 
a commissionnairo with it Tbis done, he called a cab and 
bade the cabman drire to Boston aa fast aa bis horae coold ga 
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CHAPTER XXX. 

ATX ATQÜS VALK. 

That frigbtful joarncj — no uightraiuro was ever balf ao aw- 
ful ! Bpt it came to an end at last — there was the Bryngelly 
Station. Geoffrey sprang from the train and gave Lis ticket to 
the porter, glancing in his face as he did so. Sorclj if there 
had been a tragedj the man woald know of it, and show signs of 
half-joyous emotion, as is the fashion of snch people when sorae- 
thing awful and mysterions has happcned to somebody elsc. 
Bot he showed no sach signs, and a glimincr of hope foand ita 
way into GreofErey's tormentcd brcast 

Uc left the station and walked rapidly towards tbc Yicarage. 
Thosc who know what a pitch of horror suspense can rcach nay 
iroagine his feclings as he did so ; but it was soon to be pat an 
end to now. As he drew ncar tbc Yicarage gate be mot the fat 
Welsh servant-girl Betty mnning towards hira. Then hope left 
C^eoflErey. 

The girl recognized bim, and in her confnsion did not secra 
in the least astonisbed to sce Iiim wnlking there at a qnarter to 
seven on a summer moming. Indeed, even she vagaely con- 
nected Gcoffrey with Beatrice in her mind, for she at once said, 
in her tbick Ënglisb : 

"Oh, sir, do you know where Miss Beatrice is f' 

" No," bc answcred, catching at a miling for support " Why 
do JOU ask ! I have not seen bór for weeks." 

Then tHe girl planged into a long story. Mr. Granger and 
Miss Granger were awny from home, and would not be back for 
anotber two bonrs. Miss Beatrice bad gone ont yesterday after- 
noon, and had not come back to tea. She, Betty, had not 
thooght much of it, belicving that she had stopped to spend 
the evening somewbere, and, being very tired, had gone to bed 
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'aboot eighty leaving the door anlockcd. Tbis morniDg, when 
the woke, il was to fiod that Miss Beatrice had not slept in the 
house that night, and she came oat to soe if she coald ilnd 
her. 

** Where was she going whon she went out f' Gkoffroj asked. 

She did not know, bot she thoaght that Miss Beatrice was 
goiog out in the canoo. Lcastways she had pat on her tennis 
aboes, which she always woro when she went oat boating. 

Oeoffrej anderstood it all now. " Coroe to the boat-honse,^ 
he said. 

Tbey went down to the beach, whero as jet nobody was 
aboat except a few working-people. Near the boat-hoase Greof- 
frey met old Edward walking aJong with a key in his hand. 

'^LordySirP' he said. "Yóa here, sirl and in that thero 
qneer hat, too. What is it, sir f' 

**Did Miss Beatrice go oat in her canoe yestcrday erening, 
Bdward f' Gkoffrey asked, hoarsely. 

^No, sir; not as I know on. My boy locked np the boat- 
hoase last night, and I sappose he looked in it first What! 
Yoa don't mcan to say — Stop; we'11 soon know. Oh.Goad! 
the canoe*s gone !" 

Thcre was a silencc, an awfal silcnce. Old Edward broke it. 

^'She^s drowned, sir — that*s what she is — drowned at last! 
and she the finest woman in Wales. I knewed she wonld be 
one day, poor dear ! and she the bcanty that she was ; and all 

along of that d d nnlacky little craft Ooad help her! 

Sbe's drownedy I say — " 

Betty barst oat into load weeping at his words. 

" Stop thst noise, girl/* said Oeoffrey, tarning his pale face 
towards her. " Gk> back to the Vican^^ and if Mr. Granger 
comcs home before I get back, teil him what we fear. Edward, 
sond some men to search the shore towards Goed, and some 
more in a sailing-boat I will walk towards the Bell Rock — ^yon 
can fotlow me.*' 

He startcd, and swiftly tramped along the sands, search- 
ing the sca with his eya On be walked sallenly, desperaiely 
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strinng to hope against hope. Oo, past the Dog Bocks, roand 
tbo long carve of beach, till ho caroe to the AmpLitheatre. The 
tide was high again ; he coald barely pass the projecting point 
He was louDd it, and his heart stood still ; for there, bottom 
npward, and gently swaying to and fro, as the spent waves 
roeked it, was Beatrice's canoe. 

Sadly, hopelessly, heavily, Geoffrey waded knee-deep into the 
water, and catching the bow of the canoe, draggcd it ashore. 
There was, or appeared to bc, noUiing in it; of conrse he 
coald not expect anything elsc. lts occnpant had snnk, and 
been carried ont to sea by the ebb, whereas the canoe had drifted 
back to shore with the morning tide. 

He reared iknpon its end to let the water drain ont of it, and 
from the hollow of the bow arch something came rolling down, 
something bright and heavy, foliowed by a brown object Hast- 
ily he lowered the canoe again, and picked np the bright trinket 
It was his own ring — the Roman ring hc had given Bcatrice, 
and which she told bim in tbc letter she wonld wear in her hoar 
of death. He toached it with his lips and placed it back npon 
his hand, this token from tbo beloved dead, vowing.that it shonld 
never leave his hand in life, and that af ter death it shonld be 
bnried on hiro. And so it will be, perhaps to be dng ap again 
thonsands of years hencc, and once more play a part in tbc ro- 
mance of nnborn agcs. 

Ave atque ï>aie — tbat was tbc inscription mdely'cut within its 
ronnd. Greeting and farewcll — her own last words to hiro. Oh, 
Bcatrice, Beatrice I to jon also ave atque vale. Ton coald not 
have sent a fitter message. Greeting and farewcll ! Did it not 
sum it all ? Within the circle of tliis little ring was writ the 
epitomc of hnman life : hcre was the beginning and the end of 
Love and Hate, of Hope and Fear, of Joy and Sorrow. 

Bcatrice, hail! Beatrice, farcwell! till pcrchance a Spirit 
rnshing earthward shall cry ^^Chreeting^'^ in another tongne, 
and Death, descending to his own place, shaking from his wings 
the dcw of tears, shall answer, ^^Fareteell to me and Night^ ye 
Children of Eiemal Day r 
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And what wat tlib other relic f Ho lifted it — it was her ton- 
nis shoo, wasbed from her f oot — Geoffrey knew it, for onco ho 
had tied it 

Then Greoffrey broko down — ^it was too mach. Ho threw him- 
self npon tbo grcat rock and sobbed, that rock whcre he had 
sat with her, and heaven had opened to tbeir sigbt Bat mon aro 
not given to such ezhibitions of emotion, and fortanately for hiro 
tbo paroxysm did not last Ho coald not have bome it for long. 

He roso and went again to tbe edge of tbo sea. At thb 
moment old Edward and bis son arrired. Qeoffrey pointcd to 
tbe boat, then held np the little sboc 

'' Ah," said the old man, "" as I thoaght Ooad help her I 
She's gone; sbeMl never como ashore no more, sbo won*t Sho's 
twenty miles away by now, sbo is, breast np, wiib tbo gnlls 
arscreaming over her. It*s that tbere d d canoe, that's wbat 
it is. I wish to Ooad I bad broke it np long ago. Fd ratber 

bare boilt her a boat for notbing, I woald. IX n the nnlacky 

craft r* screamcd tbe old man at tbe top of hts Toice, and tom- 
ing bis head to hide the tcars which wero strearaing down bis 
ragged face. *' And her that I narsed, and palled ont of tbe 

waters oncc all bot dead. D n it, I say 1 Tbere, take that, 

yon sea witch, yoo P' and he picked np a great bowldcr and 
crashcd it throogb the bottom of the canoe with all bis strength. 
^ Yoo s1ia*n*t never drown no more. Bot it bas bronght yoo 
good lack, it bas, sir ; yon'll be a fortonit man all yoor life now. 
It bas brooglit yon the Drowned On^s êhoeJ" 

'^ Don't break it any more,** said Ocoffrey. ^ 8ho nsod to 
valoe it Yoo bad better bring it along between yoo — it may 
be wantod. I am going to tbe Vicarage." 

He walkcd back. Mr. Grangor and Elixabeth had not yet 
arrived, bat tbey were cxpected cvery minote. He went into 
the sitting-room. It was foll of memories and tekens of Bea- 
trice. Tbere lay a novel which ho had givcn her, and tbere was 
yestcrday's paper that she bad bronght from town, tbe Standard, 
with bis speech in it 

Geoffrey covered bis eyes with bis hand, and thoogbt None 
20 
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knew thal she had committed soicide ezcept himaelf. If he re- 
veiüed it things migbt be said of her; he did not caro what was 
said of hiro, bot he was jcaloos of her dead name. It migbt be 
said, for iostance, that the whole tale was tme, and that Beatrice 
died becaase she coald no longer face Hfe withoat being pat to an 
open sharoe. Yes, he had better hold his tongne as to how and 
whj she died. She was dcad^nothing conld bring her back. 
Bot how, thcn, shoold he acconnt for his presence th^re ! Easi- 
Ij enoogh. He wonld saj frankly that he came becaase Bea- 
trice had written to him of the charges made against her and 
the threats against himself — came to find her dead. And on that 
point he woold still ha?e a word with Owen Davics and Elizabeth. 

Scarcelj had he made np his mind when Elizabeth and her 
hiher entered. Clearij, f rom thcir faccs, they had as yet heaid 
nothing. 

Geoffrey rosé, and Elizabeth canght sight of him standing 
with glowing eyes and a face like that of Death himself. She 
recoiled in alarm. 

" What brings yoa here, Mr. Bingham P she said, in her hard 
Yoicc. 

*'Cannot yoa goess, Miss Grangerf he said, stemly. **A 
few days back yoa made certain charges against yoor sbter and 
myself in the presence of yoor fathcr and Mr. Owen Davies. 
These charges have been commonicated to me, and I have como 
to answcr thero, and to dcmand satisfaction for thcra." 

Mr. Granger fidgeted nervoasly, and looked as thoogh he 
woold like to escape, bot Elizabeth, with. charactcristic coorage, 
shot tbc door aod faccd tbe storm. 

"Yes, I did make tbose chaiges, Mr. Bingham,'* she said, 
" and they are troe charges. Bot stop, we had better send for 
Beatrice first.'' 

" Yoo may send, but yoo will not find her." 

" What do yoo mean — what do yoo mean ?" askcd her fa- 
ther, apprchensively. 

"It means that lic bas hiddeo her away, I soppose," said 
Elizabeth, with a sneer. 
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** I meao, Mr. Orangor, that yoor daoghter Beatrice is dead/* 

For onco startled oot of her self-eommaod, Elizabeth gave a 
little crj, while her father ttaggered hack against the wall. 

** Dead— dead I What do yoa mean ! IIow did she dief' he 
asked. 

**That is knowo to Grod and her alone,*^ aoswered Oeoftrej. 
*' She wcDt oot last eveoiog io her canoe. Wben I arrived hero 
this moraiDg she was missed for the first time. I walked along 
the beach and foood the canoe and this inside of it,*' and he 
placed the sodden shoe nfyon the table. 

Tbero was a silence. In the mtdst of it Owen Davies borst 
into the room with wild ejes and dishevellcd hair. 

'* Is it troe T' he criod ; *' teil me — ^it cannot be troe that Bea- 
trice is drowned ! She cannot have been taken f rom me jost 
when I was going to marry her. Saj that it is not troe P' 

A great fory fillcd Gcoffrey*s heart Ue walked down the 
room and shot the door, a red light swimming before his oyes ; 
then he tomod and g^pped Owen Da?ies*s shooldcr like a vice. 
Yoo accorsed blackgoard — yoo oomanly corf' he said; 

yoo and that wicked woman," and he shook his hand at 
Elizabeth, '^conspired together to bring a slor opon Beatrice. 
Yoo did more : yoo thrcatened to attack me, to try and min 
roe if she woold not give herself op to yoo. Yoo loathsome 
hypocrite, yoo tortored her and frightened her; now I am hero 
to frighten yotc Yoo said that yoo woold make the eoontry 
ring with yoor tales. I teil yoo this — are yoo listeoing to me I--- 
If yoo dare to mention her name in soch a scnse, or if that 
woman dares, I will break evcry bone in yoor wretched body — 
by Hcaren, I will kill yoo T* and he cast Devies f rom him, and as 
he did so, strock him heavily across the face with the back of 
his hand. 

The man took no notice either of his words or of the dcadly 
insolt of the blow. 

*' Is it troc,^ he screamed, ** is it troe that she b dead P 

'^Yes," said Oeoffrey, following him, and bonding his tall 
sqoaro frame over him, for Davies had fallon against the wall. 
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* yes, it is tnie — sbe is dead, and beyoDd yoor reaeh forever. 
Pray to God that yoa may Dot ooe day be called her morder- 
crs — all of you — ^yoa shameless cowards.** 

Owen DaTies ga?6 ooe shrill cry, aod sank in a hoddled heap 
upon the gronnd. 

^' There is no Gk>d/' he tnoanod ; ** Grod promised her to me, 
to be mj own — ^yoa ha?o killed heri you — ^yoa sedaced her first 
and then yoa killed her. I belieyo yoa killed her. Oh, I shall 
go raad !" 

*' Mad or sane,** said Geofi&ey, ^ say those words ooce more 
and I m\\ stamp the life oot of yoa where yoo are. Ton say 
tliat Grod promised her to yoa — ^promised that woman to a hoond 
like yoQ ! Ah, be careful r 

Owen Da?ies made no answer. Ooached there upon the 
gronndy he rocked himself to and f ro, and moaned in the mad- 
ness of his balkcd desire. 

*^This man,*^ said Gkoffrey, tnming towards and pointing 
to Elizabetb, who was glaring at him like a wild-cat from tbc 
corner of tbc room, '' said tbat there is no God. I say that there 
is a God, and tbat ono day, soon or late, vcngeance will lind jon 
out — ^yon mnrderess, yoa writer of anonymons letters ! you who, 
to advancc yonr own wicked ênds, wbatever they may be, wcre 
not asbamcd to try and drag yonr innocent sister*s name into 
the dirt. I never believed in a heil till now, bnt there mast be 
a bell for sneb as yoo, Eliziabetb Gningcr. Go yonr ways ; ]i?e 
oot yoor time ; bot live e?cry hoor of it in terror of the ven- 
geance tbat sball comc so surely as yoo sliall die. 

" Now for yoo, sir," be went on, addressing tbc trcmbling 
fatber. " I do not blame yoo so mocb, bccaose I belieTc that 
tlüs viper poisoned yoor mind. Yoo migbt have tbqngbt tbat 
tbc tale was troe. It is not troe ; it was a He ! Beatrice, wbo 
now is dead, came into my room in her sloep, and was carricd 
from it as sbe came. And yoo, her fatber, allowed tbis villain 
and yoor daugbter to ose her distress against her ; you allowed 
him to make a lever of it, witb wbich to forco ber into a marriago 
tbat sbe loatbed. Yes, cover np yoor face — yoo may well do 
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80. Do yoar wont, onc aod all of yoo, bot rcmcmber that this 
time yoa havo to deal with a mao, who can and will ttriko back, 
not with a poor fricndless girl.*' 

** Before Heavon, it was üot my faolt, Mr. Blogbaro," gasped 
the old man. '' I am innocent of it That Jndas woman Eliaa- 
beth betrayed hor sister becanse she wanted to marry him her- 
selfy^ and he pointed to the hoap npon the flooc* *' She thonght 
that it wonld prejadice him against Beatrice, and he — ^he believed 
that she was attached to yoo, and tried to work npon her attach- 
roent" 

^ Soy" said Geoffrey, " now we have it all. And yon, sir, 
stood by and saw this done. Yon stood by thinking that yoa 
wonld make a profit of her agony. Now I wilI teil yon what I 
meant to hide from yon. I did love her. I do love her — as 
she loved me. I believe that between yon yon drove her 
to her grave. Her bloöd be on your heads forever and for- 
everr 

^Oby tako me home,'* groaned the Heap npon the floor — 
" tako me home, Elizabeth ! I daren*t go alone. Bcatrico will 
hannt me. My brain goes ronnd and ronnd. Tako roe away, 
Eliiabeth, and stop with me. Yon are not af raid of her; yon 
are afraid of nothing.'' 

Elixabeth sidled np to him, keeping her fierce cyes on <3cof- 
froy all the time. She was ntterly cowcd and terrified, bnt she 
could still look fierce. She took the Heap by the hand and drew 
him thencCy still moaning and quite crazed. She led him away to 
his castle and hls wealth. Six months afterwards she came forUi 
with him to marry him, half-witted as he was. A year and eight 
months afterwards she came ont again to bnry him, and fonnd 
herself the richest widow in Wales. 

Bnt mark the seqnel. In her breast lay the seed of a fata! 
and shocking malady. Within throe months of her deliverance 
Elixabeth too was dead, and the wealth passed elsewhere. 

They went forth, leaving Geoffrey and Mr. Granger alone. 
The old man rested his head npon the table and wept bitterly. 
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** Be mercifol P bc said, *' do not say soch words to me. I 
loved her, indeed I did, bot Elizabeth was ioo mach for me, and 
I ara 8o poor ! Ob, if yoo lored her also, be mercifol ! I do 
not reproach yoa bccaose jon lo?ed her» althongh jou had no 
right to lo?e her. If yoa bad not loved her, and made her Ioto 
yoDy all tbb woold never have bappened. Why do yoa say soch 
dreadf ol tbings to me, Mr. Bingham f' 

" I lo?ed her, sir," answered Oeoffrey, hambly enoogfa now 
tbat bis fory had passed, '^becaose, being what she was, all 
who looked on her mast love her. Tbère is no woman left like 
her in the world. Bat who am I tbat I sboold blame yoo ! 
God foigive as all! I only li?e benceforth in the hope tbat I 
may one day rejoio her where she bas gone." 

Tbcre was a panse. 

'^ Mr. Granger,*' said Geoffrey, presently, ^' ne?er trooble yoor- 
self abont money. Ton were her fatber ; anytbing yoo want and 
tbat I ba?e is yoars. Let as shako hands and say good^bye, 
and let as never meet again. As I sald, God foi^ve os all f' 

*' Tbank yoa — tbank yoa," said tbe old man, looking 'np 
tbrongb tbe white bair tbat feil aboat bis eye& *^ It is a 
strango world, and we are all miserable sinncrs. I hope tbcro 
is a better somewbcrc. I'm wellnigb tircd of tbis, especially 
now tbat Beatrice bas gone. Poor girl ! she was a good dangb- 
ter and a fine woman. Good-bye I Crood-bye T 

Then GeofiErey went 
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OiorrRST reacbed town a littlo before eleven o*cloek that 
Digbty a bauoted man — bannted for ]ife hj a yision of tbat fac6^ 
still lovelj in dcath, floating alone npon the deep, and oom* 
panioned only by the acreaming mewsi or percbance now tink- 
ing or annk to an unfathomable gra?e. Well might aoch a viaion 
baant a man, the man whom alone of all men thoae cold lips bad 
kiased, and for whoae dear aake this dreadfnl thing was done. 

He took a cab, directing the driver to go to Bolton Street 
and to stop at bis clnb as ha passed. Tbere might be letters for 
bim tbcre^ he thonght— soroething which wonld distract bis mind 
a little. As it chanced, tbere was a letter, marked ^ priTate,** 
and a tolcgpram ; both bad been delivered that cvening, tbe por- 
ter said, the forroer abont an bonr ago bj hand. 

Idly he opened the tcl^pram — it was from liis lawjers: ^'Toiir 
coQsin, the child Oeorge Bingham, is, as we ha?e jost heard, 
dead. Please call on ns early to-morrow moming.** 

He started a little, for this meant a good deal to Oeoffrey. 
It meant a baronetcy and eigbt thonsand a year, more or lesa. 
How dolighted Honoria wonld be, be thonght, wiüi a sad smile; 
the loss of that large income bad always been a bitter pill to 
her, and one whicb she bad made bim swallow agun and agmin. 
Wel], tbere it waSb Poor boy I he bad alwaya been ailing^— an 
old man*s child I 

He pat tbe telegram in bis pocket, and got into tbe bansom 
again. Tbere was a lamp in it, and by its ligbt he read tbe let- 
ter. It was from the Prime-minister, and ran tbns : 

" Mt dkar Bihgham, — I have not seen yoa sinoe Monday 
to tbank yoa for the magnificent speech yoa made on that 
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night AIlow me to add my congratakUoDS to thoso of eyery- 
body else. As yoa know, the TTndcr Secrctaiyship of the Home 
Office is vacant. On behalf of my colleagnes and myaelf I write 
to ask if yoo will consent to fiU it for a time. I say for a time, 
for we do not in any way consider that the post is one commen- 
sarate with yoor abilities. It will, howevcr, senre to gi?e yoa 
practical experience of administration, and os the ad?antage of 
yoor great talents to an e?cn laiger extent than we dow enjoy. 
For the f otnre, it mast of coarse take care of itself ; bat, as yoa 

know, Sir ^*s health is not all that coald be desired, and the 

other day he told me that it was doabtfol if he woald be ablo 
to carry oa the daties of the Attomey-CUsneralship for vcry mach 
longer. In view of this contingency I ventare to saggest that 
yoa woald do well to apply for silk as soon as possible. I ha?e 
spoken to the Lord Chancellor about it, and he says that there 
will be no difficnlty, as althoagh yoa have only been in acUvo 
practice for so short a time, yoa have a good many ycars* stand- 
ing as a barrister. Or if this prospect does not please, donbUess 
ftome other opening to the Cabinet can be foond in time. The 
fact is that we cannot in oar own interest overlook yoa for 
long/» 

Geoffrey smiled again as he finished this letter. Who coald 
have bclieved a year ago that he woald have been to-day in a 
position to rcceive sach an epistle from the Prime-minister of 
England? Ah, here was the luck of the Drowned One^s shoe 
with a vengeance. And wbat was it all worth to him now ! 

He pat the letter in bis pocket with the telegram, and looked 
ont Tbey were tarning into Bolton Street How was little 
Effie, be wondered. The cbild secmed all that was Icft him to 
care for. If any tbing happened to her — bah, he would not think 
of it ! 

He was there now. " How is Miss Effie ?" he asked of the 
servant who opened tbc door. At that moment bis attention 
was attracted by tbc dim forms of two pcople, a man and a 
woman, who were standing not far from the area gate, the 
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nurn with hit ann roand the woman*t waist Saddenly tho 
woman appeared to catch sight of the cab and retirod swifüy 
down the area. It crossed hia miod that her figaro was rery 
Jike that of AoDe, the French nnrae. 

*' Miss Effie is doiog niceljt sir, I am told," answerod the 
roan. 

OeofiErej breathed moro f reclj. ^ Whero is her ladyship,** 
he asked— '' io Miss £ffie*s room f' 

*' No, sir/' answercd the mao, *' her ladyship has gooe to a 
hall. She Icft this note for yon in case yoa shonld coroe in.^ 

He took the note f roin the hall table and opened it 

*'Dkab GKorrRiT,*^ it ran, ''£ffie b so moch better that I 
ha?e made np iny raind to go to the dochess^s ball after all. 
She woald be so disappointed if I did not come, and my drcsa 
is qnite hvely. Had yonr mysterious bosiness anything to do 
with Bryngdly f — Yoors, Hohoria.^ 

^She wonld go on to a ball from her mother's faneral,** 
said (Jcoffrey to himsolf, as he walked np to Effie's room. 
'* Well, it is her natare, and thero's an end of it'' 

He knocked at the door of £fiSe*s room. Tbcro was no an- 
swer, so he walked in. The room was lit, bat empty — no, not 
quite ! On the floor, dothed only in her white night-shirt, lay 
his Httle daaghter, to all appearance dead. 

With something like an oath he sprang to her and lifted her. 
The face was pale, and the small hands were cold, bat the breast 
was still hot and fevered, and the heart beat A glanoe showed 
him what had happened. The child, being left alone, and feel- 
ing thirsty, had got oat of bed and gone to the water-bottle — 
thero was the tombier on the floor. Then weakness had over- 
come her and she had fainted — ^fainted apon the cold floor with 
the inflammation still on her. 

At that moment Anne entered the room, sweetly mnrmnring, 
" 5a va bicn, chèrie f' 

^ Help me to pat the child into bod,** said Oeoffrey, stemly. 
** Now ring the bell — ^ring it again ! 
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"And DOW, woraan, go ! Lcave this booae at odoo — thk Teij 
night Do yoa hear me f No, don't stop to aigae. Look 
here ! If that child dies I will prosocate yoa f or manslaoghto ; 
yes, I saw yoa in the strect," and he took a step towards her. 
Then Anne fled, and her face was seen no more in Bolton 
Street, or indeed in tbis coantry. 

''James,^ said Oeoffrey to the senrant, ^ send the cook np 
here — she is a senuble woman ; and do yoa take a hansom and 
drive to the doctor, and teil him to come here at once, and if 
yoa cannot find him go for another doctor. Then go to tbc 
Narses' Home, near St James' Station, and get a trained norse ; 
teil them one mast bc had from somewhere instantly.** 

^ Yes, sir. And shall I call for her ladyship at the dachess^ 
sirr 

*'No,^ he answered, frowning hca?ily; "do not distaib her 
ladyship. Go now." 

'' That settles it," said Gcoffrcy, as the man went " Wbat- 
ever happens, llonoria and I ranst part I ba?e done with her.** 

He bad, indeed, tboagb not in the way he meant It wonld 
have been wcll for Honoria if her basband*s con tempt had not 
prcventcd him from sammoning her from her pleasure. 

The cook came np, and betwecn them they bronght the child 
back to life. 

She opened her eyes and smilcd. ** Is that you, daddie,** 
sbe whispered, " or do I dreams f* 

" Yes, dear, it is I." 

" Where has you been, daddic — to see Auntic Beatrice T 

" Yes, lovc," he said, with a gasp. 

*' Ob, daddie, my head do fcel funny ; bot I don*t mind now 
you is come back. 'You won^t go away no more, will yoo, 
daddic r 

" No, dear, no more." 

After that sbe b^an to wander a little, and fioaliy droppcd 
into a troubled sleep. 

Witbin half an hour both the doctor and the nurse arrived. 
The formcr listened to GeofiErey's tale, and ezamined the child. 
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^ She roaj pall throagh it," Iie saiii ; '' she has got a capital 
oonstitation ; bot Til teil jou what it ia— if the bad lain an- 
other mioote in tbat draught there woold have been aa end of 
her. Yon came ia the nick of time. And now, if I were joo, 
I thoold go to bed. Yon can do no good here, and you look 
dreadfolly ill yoonelf." 

Bat Oeoffrej shook bis head. He said ho woald go dowo- 
stairs and smoke a pipe. Ile did not want to go to bed at 
present; he was too tired. 

Meanwhile the ball went merrilj. Ladj Honoria oever en- 
joyed herself more in her life. She revelled in the Inxnrions 
gajetj aronnd her iike a butterfly in the snnshine. How good 
it all was — the flash of diamonds, the odor of costly flowers, 
the homago of wcll-bred men, the envy of other woroeo! 
Oh, it was a delightful world after all — tbat is, when one did 
not have to ezist in a flat near the Edgware Boad. Bat, Heavcn 
be praised ! thanks to G^ffrey's talents, there was an end of 
flats and roisery. After all, he was not a bad sort of hnsband, 
thoagh in many ways a perfect mystery to her. As for his 
little weakness for the Welsh girl, really, providcd tbat there 
was no scandal, she did not care twopence abont it. 

*^ Yes, I am so gbd yoa admire it. I think it is rather a 
nice dress, bat then I al ways say tbat nobody in London can 
roake a dress Iike Madame Jules. Oh no, Geoffrey did not 
chooso it; he thinks of other things." 

^ Well, Pm snre yon ought to be prond of him, Lady Hono- 
ria,*' said the handsome Gaardsman to whom sho was talking ; 
**they say at mess that ho is one of the cleverest men in Eng- 
kmd. I only wish I had a fiftieth part of bis bnuns." 

'' Oh, please do not becomo clevcr. Lord Atleigh ; please don't, 
or I shall really give yon op. Clevcmess is all very well, bnt it 
isn't everytbing, yoo know. Yes, I will dance, if yon Iike, bat 
you most go slowly ; to be qaite honest, I am afraid of tearing 
my lace in this crüsh. Why, I dedare, there is Gbrsington — 
my brother, yoo koow ;^ and she pointed to a small red-baired 
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man wbo was dbowiDg hb way towards thcni. ** I wonder wliat 
ho' wants! it is not at all in bis line to come to balla. Ton 
know him, don^t yoa ! He is always racing hones» likè yoo." 

Bot the Guardsman had yanishêd. For reasons of his own 
he did not wish to meet Crarsiogton. Perhaps he, too, had been 
a member of a certain clob. 

^ Oh, tbere you are, Honoria," said her brother. ^ I thonght 
that I shoold be sare to find yon somewhero in this beastly 
sqoasb. Look here, I have something to teil yon." 

''Oood news or bad f' said Lady Honoria, playing with her 
fan. ''If it is bad, keep it, for I am enjoying myself very 
mach, and I don't want roy evening spoiled." 

** Trost yoQ for that, Honoria ; bot look hcre, it's joDy good ; 
abont as good as can be for that prig of a hosband of yonrsb 
What do yoo think f That brat of a boy, the son of old Sir 
Robert Bingham and the cook or some one, yoo know, is — ^*' 

" Not dead — ^not dead f* said Honoria, in deep agitation. 

" Dead as ditch-water,'* replied his lordship. '' I heard it at 
the clob. There was a lawycr fcllow dining with somebody 
thcrc, and they got talking aboot Bingham, whcn the lawyer 
said : ' Oh, Iie's Sir Geoffrey Bingham now. Old Sir Robert's 
heir is dead. I saw tbc telegram myself.* " 

'* Oh, this is almost too good to be tnic," said Honoria. 
*' Why, it means eight thoasand a year to os.*' 

" I told yoo it was pretty good," said her brother. " Yoo 
ooght to stand me a commission out of the swag. At any rate, 
let's go and drink to the news. Come on, it is time for sopper, 
and I am awfally done. I most screw myself op." 

Lady Honoria took his arm. As they walked down the 
wide flower-hong stair they met a very great person indeed 
coming np. 

" Ah, Lady Honoria," said the great person, " I have some- 
thing to say that will please yoo, I think ;" and he bent towards 
her, and spoke very low, then, with a littlc bow, passed on. 

'* What is the old boy talking aboot f' asked hér brother. 

" Why, what do yoo think ? We are in lock's way to-night 
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He says that ihey are offenng Geoffrey the Under Secretary- 
thip of tbe Horoe Office.** 

^ Ho*ll be a bigger prig tban over now/* growled Lord Gbr- 
aingtoD. " Yesy it is luck, tboogh ; let os bope it won*t torn.** 

They sat down to snpper, aod Lord Gbrsiogton, wbo bad al- 
ready been dining, belped bimself pretty f reely to cbaropagne. 
Before tbeni was a silrer candelabra, and on cacb of tbe candles 
was fizod a little painted paper sbade. One of tbem got wrong, 
and a footman triod to reacb orer Lord Garsington*s bead and 
pot it straigbt 

**rildait,**saidbe. 

^No, no; let tbe man,** said Lady Honoria. ''Look! it ia 
going to catcb fire T* 

*' Nonsonse T* be answcred, rising solcmnly and reacbing bis 
arm towards the sbade. As be toocbed it, it caogbt fire; 
indeed, by toocbing it be caosed it to catcb fire. He seiaed 
bold of it^ and made an effort to pot it oot, bot it bomed bis 
fingers. 

^ Corse tbe tbing !** be said alood, and tbrew it from bim. 
It feil flaming in bis sister^s dross among tbe tbickest of tbe 
filroy laces ; tbey caogbt, and instantly two wrcatbing snakes 
of fire sbot op ber. Sbe sprang from ber seat and msbed 
screaming down tbe room, an awfol maas of flame ! 

In ten more minotes Lady Honoria bad Icft tbis worid and all 
its pleasores to tbose wbo still Ii?ed to taste tbem. 

An boor passed — G^ffrey still sat brooding bcavily over bb 
pipe in tbe stody in Bol ton Street, and waiting for Honoria, 
when a knock came to bis door. Tbe scrvants bad gono to 
bed, all except tbe sick-norse. He rosé and opened it bimself. 
A little red-haired, pale-faced man staggcred in. 

^ What I Garsington, is it yoo f Wbat do joo want at tbis 
boorr 

^ Screw yoorself op, Bingbam ; Tva soroetbing to teil yoo,** 
be answered, in a tbick voice. 



i 



318 BXATRIOB. 

^What is itf Another disaster,! sopposo! Is aomebodj 
else dead !" 

*' Tes ; somobod j is. Hoooria^s dead. Borned to death at 
the ball !" 

'' Great God ! HoDoria barnod to dcatli ! I had better go— -^ 

" I advisc yoa not, Biogham. I wooldn^t go to the hospital 
if I were yoa. Screw joorself op, and if yoa can give roe 
soroething to drink — Fm aboot done^ I most screw my- 
self np," 

And hcre wc may lca?e thb most fortanato and gifted man. 
Farewdl to G^fErey Bingham ! 



BNTOI. 



Tbns, then, did these human atoms work ont thcir destinies, 
.these little grains of animated dust, blown hither and thithcr 
by a breath which came they knew not whence. 

If tlicre be any malicioas Principle, among the Powers 
around ns, that deigns to find aransement in the fntile vagaries 
of man, well migbt it langh, and laugh again, at the great re- 
sults of all this scheming, of all these desires, loves, and hates ; 
and if thcre be any pitiful Principlc, well might it sigh over the 
infinite pathos of human helplcssness. O wen Davies lost in 
liis owu passion ; GeofiErcy crowned with prosperity and haanted 
by undying sorrow ; Honoria perishing wretchedly in her honr 
of satisfied ambition ; Ëüzabeth gaining her end to lose it in 
the grave; Beatrice sacrificing herself in lovc and blindncss, 
and thereby casting out her joy. 

Oh, if she had been content to hurably trust in the Provi- 
dence above her ; if she had but Icft that deed undared for one 
short weck ! 

But Geoffrey still remained, and the child after hanging for 
a while between life and death, rccovcrcd, and was left to com- 
fort him. May she snrvive to be a happy wife and mother. 



UYOL 



819 



liyiog onder conditiont moro favorablo to her well-beiog tban 
those which trampled oot the life of that mistaken woroan, 
the ill-8tarredy grcat-sooled Beatrice, and broke her father's 
heart! 

Say — what are we f Wo are bat arrows winged with fears, 
and shot f rom darkness into darkness ; we are blind leaders of 
the blind, aimlees beaters of thit wintrj air, lost travellers bj 
manj stonj paths ending ii| one end. Teil ns, yon who havo 
ontwom the common tragedj and passed the narrow waj, what 
lies beyond its gate! Yon are dumb, or we cannot hear yoa 
qpeak. 

Bnt Beatrice knows to-day ! 
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